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To Her GRACE, the 


Dochzss of BEDFORD. 


Mapa M, 


H E Permiſſion Your GRACE 8 


me with, of preſenting the Foundling 
to Your Protection, is the higheſt Gratifica- 


tion of my Pride, and my beſt Security for 
the Indulgence of the Town. It is in Wri- 


ting, as in Life: An Introduction to the 
World by a Great Name is a Sanction, even 
where Merit is wanting, and can adorn it, 
where it is. And tho” my Pretenſions are 
inconſiderable, my Fears are leſſened, while 


can boaſt the Duchels of BE DPO ſor 


my Patronele, | 
THavsnolntention to alarm Your GRACE 


with the common Flattery of Dedications. 


The Mind, that deſerves Praiſe, is above 

receiving it. Your own Conſciouſneſs, £110 
in Your humbleſt Hours, will afford truer 
Satisiattion, than the beſt written Panegy- 
rick. But while Your Gzacr, forbids me 
Praiie, I am at Liberty to indulge my 
Wiſhes for Your Happineſs and Honour. 


In Thoſe, I may be allowed w name the 


e EL Ia Duke 


Liv 
Duke of BEDPORD with his Ducheſs, and 
to rejoice with every Engliſhman, that the 
higheſt Dignities are the Reward of the 
higheft Merit. 
I I deſcend, to ſay a little of myſelf, I 
ſhall hope for Your GRACE's Pardon. This 
is my firſt Attempt in Dramatic Poetry. 
Whether I deſerve the Favour, the Town 
has ſhewn me, is ſubmitted to Your Gs acr's 
Candour, and the Judgment of my Readers. 
The Diſapprobation, which the Character 
of Fadd/e met with the firſt Night, made it 
neceſlary for me to ſhorten it in almoſt every 
Scene, where it was not immediately con- 
nected with the Fable. But tho' Succeſs has 
attended the Alteration, | have ventured to 
publiſh it in its original Dreſs ; ſubmitting 
it ſtill to Your Gr ace and the Public, from 
whom I have no Appeal to my own Parti- 
ality, But I am detaining Your GRAcE 
too long, and ſhall only add, that I am, 


MADA M, 
Your GRACE 
22 obliged, and 


mnſe obedient Servant, 


Epw. Moore, 


PROLOGUE. 


Written by Mr. Brooke. 
Spoken by Mrs. PIT C HARD. 


3 in the Drama's artful Page, 
And new to all the Dangers of the Stage, 
here JRag ent fits to ſave, or damn his Play, 
Our Poet trembles for his firſt Efay.. 
He, like all Authirs, a conforming Race ! 
Il rites to the Tajle, and Genius of the Place; 
Intent lo fix and emulous to pleaſe 
Toe Casi Senſe of theſe politer Days, 
He forms a Moael of a virtuous Sort, 
Ang gives you more of Ooral than of Sport; 
He rather aims lo draw the melting Sigh, 
Or cal the pityiug Tear from Beauty's tie; 
To tuch the Strings, that humaniz? vur Kind, 
Man's fwcete/l Strain, the Mujick of the Mind. 
Ladies, he bids me tell you, that f n Tau, 


His firſt, his fav'rite Cbaracter be drew ; 


A younr, a lovely, unexperienc d Maid, 

In boneff Truth, and Innocence array d; 

Of Fortune deflitate, with Wrongs 97 ref; 4. 
B; Fraud at; em tell, and ey Love diftreſs 4; 
Yet guarded jtill ; and every Suff“ moe paſt, - 
Her "Vis tue meets the jure Ne rd at laſt. 

From fuch Eadniples fh the Sex be taught, 
How Virtue fixes whom. their L yes have ci angbt ; 
Horb Hongur beautifies the fairen Face, 
impr: Des the Mein, aud « ignifres 6e Crace. 

Ard thence the Liber line 205 builds a N 7716 
O the vaſe Ruins of a Woman's Lame, 
dall own, the veſt of human Bleſſings lie 
In the chaſte Hours of the nuptial Tie; z 
There lives the home-f2lt Saveet, the near Delight, 
T here Peace repsſes, aud there Toys unite ; 

Aud female Virtue was by Hcav'n dejion'd 
To. charm, to poliſh, aud to bleſs Mankind. 
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attended the Alteration, | have ventured to 


publiſh it in its original Dreſs ; ſubmitting 
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The FOUND LING. 


COMEDY. 


ACT I. 


SCEN E I. 
An Apartment in Sir Rocer BELMONT'S Host. 
Enter Younc BELMONT, and Col. RayMoNnD. 
BELMONT. 
SY ter'd in Love as I am in War— 


What, a Woman, a fine Woman, 
a Conant a and my Siſter ! - 


to him! 
Siſter's a Woman. 


1 fay again, and again, Colonel, my 


Col. And the very individual Woman that 1 want, 


Charles. 

Bel. And of all Women in the World, the leaſt fit 
for thee An April Day is leſs changeable than 
her WORN She laughs behind her Fan at what 
Me ſhou'd not underſtand ; calls Humility, Meanneſs, 
and bluſhing, the Want of Education. In all Affairs 


With. 


D. | 


Y dear Colonel, you are as unlet- 


and to be won by 
whining ! Mercy on us! that a well-built Fellow, with 
common Senſe, ſhould take Pains to unman himſelf, to 
tempt a warm Girl of two-and- twenty to come to Bed 
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2 The FOUNDLING. 


with a Man, ſhe goes by Contraries ; if you tell ker a 
merry Story, ſhe ſighs—if a ſerious one, ſhe laughs ;— 
for yes, ſhe ſays no, and for no, yes; and is Miſtreſs 
of ſuch obedient Features, that her Looks are always: 
ready to confirm what her Tongue utters. 

Col. Fine painting, upon my Word, and no Flat- 
ter | 

50 This i is the Lady — Now for the Lover, 
A Fellow made up of Credulity and Suſpi- 
cion; 8 where he thou'd doubt, and doubting. 
where he ſhould believe, jealous without Cauie, and 
ſatisfy'd without e great Boy, that has 
loſt his Wey; — and blubbering thro' every Road, 


Ald 


but the right, to find his Home again; ha! ha! ha! 


Col. Mighty florid, indeed, Sir! | 

Bel. Come, come, Colonel — Love, that can 
exalt the Brute to the Man, has ſet you upon ail-iours 
Women are indeed delicious Creatures! — but 
not what you think'em The firſt Wiſh of every 


: Mother” s Daughter is Power —— the ſecond, Miſchief 


The Way to her Heart is by Indifference, or A- 


buſe; For whoever owns her Beauty, will ſee! ner 


Tyranny———but if he calls her ugly, or a Fool, 
ſhe'll ſet her Cap at him, and take Pains for _ good. 
Opinion. 

Cal. And fo, Submiſſion and F lattery are out of 
your Syſtem? 

Bel. For Submiſtion 5 Flattery, I ſubſtitute Im- 
pudence and Contradiction Theſe two, well 
manag' d, my Dear, will do more with Beauty i in an 
Hour, than fine Speeches in a Year — — Your fine 


Woman expects Adoration ; and receives it as common 


Incenſe, which every Fool offers—while the rude Fel- 
low, who tells her 'I'ruth, claims all her Attention— 
Difficulty endears Conqueſt— Io Him onlv ſhe ap- 
pears what ſhe ſhou'd be to all; and while ſhe labours 
with her natural Charms to Cs Him ſhe's loſt 

herſelf. 
Col. Why, faith, Charles, there may be ſome Mu- 
Ack in theſe wild Notes=——but ! am ſo far 95 
| * 


The FOUNDLING. . 


the old Ballad, that I can ſing no other Words to any 
Tune. 

Bel. Ha! ha! 
gale in a Cage, ſing on then —— and I'll whiſtle an up- 
per Part with thee, to give a little Life to the Meaſure. 

Col. That will be kind for Heaven KNOWS, 1 
have Need of Alſiſtance Priche: tell me- doſt 
think Roſetta wants Underſtanding ; ? | 

Bel. N — o, faith, I think not. 

Cal. Good humour? 

Bel. Hum ! — She's generally ed d. 

Col. What then can reconcile her Behaviour to me, 
and her Fondneſs for ſuch a Reptile as Fadale? A 
Fellow, made up of Knavery and Noiſe—— —with 
Scandal ior Wit, and Impudence for Raillery ; and ſo 


needy ! —— that the very Devil might buy him for a 


ſingle Guinea -I fay, Charles, what can tempt 
her even to an Acquaintance with this Fellow? 
Bel. Why, the very Underſtanding: and good Hu- 
mour, you ſpeak of——4 Woman's Underſtanding is 
Deſign, and her good-Humour—— Miſchief- 
Advances to one Fool are made only to teize another. — 
Col. Sir, your moſt humble Servant. 


Bel. And her good-Humour is kept alive by the 
* Succeſs of her Plots. 


Col. But why fo conſtant to her Fool ? 


Bel. Becauſe her Fool's the fitteſt for her Purpoſe. 


He has more Tricks than her Monkey, more Prate 
than her Parrot, more Servility than her Lap-Dog, 
more Lies than her Woman, and more Wit than her 
— Colonel. And, faith, all theſe Things conſider'd, 
I can't blame my Sitter for her Conſtancy. 


Cal. Thou art a wild Fellow, and in earneſt about 


nothing but thy own Pleaſures—and fo we'll change 
the Subject. — What ſays Fidelia? 


Bel. Why there now !—That a Man can't inſtruct 


another, but he muſt be told, by way of Thanks, 
how much he ſtands in Need of Alliſtance himſeif!— 
Col. Any new Difficulties ? 


Bel. Mountains, Colonel, a few Mountains in my 


Way But if | want Faith to remove 'em, | hope | 


1 hall 


Thou poor, mournful Nightin- 


Her 
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my Buſineſs. 
Col She's a Woman, Charles ! | 
Bel. By her Outſide one would gueſs ſo —— but 


I ſhall have Strength to climb em and that will do 


look a little farther, and, except the Stubbornneſs of 


her Temper, ſhe has nothing feminine about her 
She has Wit without Pertneſs, Beauty without Conſci- 


ouſneſs, Pride without Inſolence, and Deſire without 
Wantonneſs.—In ſhort, ſhe has every Thing.— 


Col. That you would wiſh to ruin in her. Why, 
what a Devil are you, Charles, to ſpeak fo feelingly of 


\ Virtues, which you only admire to deſtroy ! 


Bel. A very pretty Comforter, truly! _ 
Col. Come, come, Charles, if ſhe is as well born 
as you pretend, what hinders you from cheriſhing theſe 
Qualities in 2 Wife, which you wou'd ruin in a Mit- 


treſs 


- Marry her, marry her. 


Bel. And hang mylelf in her Garters next Morn- 
ing, to give her Virtues the Reward of Widowhood ! 
Faith, I muſt read Pamela twice over firſt. — — But 
ſuppoſe her not born as I pretend; but the Outcaſt of 


a Be 
tion 


Cel. Why then her Mind is dignify'd by her Ob- 


ggar, and oblig'd to Chance for a little Educa- 


ſcurity ; and you will have the Merit of raiſing her to a 
Rank, which the was meant to adorn. — And where's 


the mighty Matter in all this! — You want no Addition 


to your. Fortune, and have only to facritice a little un- 
neceſſary Pride to neceſſary Happiness. 

Bel. Very heroical, upon my Word! —— And ſo, 
my dear Colonel, one Way, or other, | muſt be mar- 
ry'd, it ſeems! _ 5 


Col. If Fidelia can be honeſt 


, my Life on't, you 


are of my Mind within this Fortnight.— But prithee, 
— ſince lam not to believe your former Account of 
- — who is this delicious Girl, that muſt and will 

get the better of your Pride? 
Fel. A Siſter of the Graces, without mortal Father, 
or Mother. —— -- She dropt from the Clouds in her 
Cradle, was lull'd by the Winds, chriſten'd by the 


ker- 


| Rains, foſter'd by a Hag 


, ſoid tor a Whore, fentenc'd 


LO; 


to a Rape, and reſcu'd by a Rogue to be raviſh'd 
by her own Conſent. 


glyphic for you! and every Syllable, my Dot, 
a Iruth beyond Apocrypha ! 


Col. And what am I to underſtand by all this? 
Bel. Faith, juſt as much as your Underſtanding can 


a carry. A Man in Love 1 is not to be truſted with a : 


Secret, 
Col. And pray, moſt ferent Sir, is Roſetta ac- 
quainted with her real Hiftory ? 

Bel. Not a Circumſtance. She has been amus'd 
like you, and ſtill believes her to be the Siſter of a dead 
Friend of mine at College, bequeath'd to my Guardian - 
ſhip.——But the Devil I find owes me a Grudge for 


former Virtues tor this Siſter of mine, who doats 


upon Fidelia, and believes every Thing [ have told her 
of her Family and Fortune, has very fairly turn'd the 
Tables upon me. She talks of Equality of Birth, 
forfooth———of Virtue, Prudence, and good Senſe; 


and bids me bleſs my Stars for throwing | in my Way ; 


the only Woman in the World, that has good Qualities 


enough to reclaim my bad ones —— and make me, 
what ſhe ſays every Man ought to be —a good 
Huſband ! 


Col. Was ever poor, innocent Fellow i in ſuch D& 
ſtreſs! But what ſays the old Gentleman, your 
Father? 

Bel. Why, faith, the Certainty of 2 little Money 
wou'd ſet him at Work the iame Way.—But I'll have 
one Trial of Skill with 'em yet. As J brought her 


in by one Lie, II take her out by another I'll ſwear 
ſhe's a Whore 


make her one. 
Cal. Moſt religiouſly reſolv'd, upon my Word! 


Bel. Between you and me, Colonel, has not your 


old Gentleman, Sir Charles, a 8 nd Look- out for 
Fidelia himielt ? 


Col. No, upon my Honour.- 


duities there, ate more to prevent the Deſigns of an- 
other, than to forward any of his own. 
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There's Myftery and Hiero- 
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that! may get an Opportunity to 


I believe his Aſſi- 
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Bel. As who ſhou'd ſay, becauſe I have no Teeth 8 
for a Cruſt, ol muzzle the young Dog that has 
1 A Pox of ev'ry Thing that's old but a Woman! 
ith for tis but varying her Vocation a little, and you may 
160 make her as uſeful at fifty-five, as fifteen. ——— But 
288 what 7 you to a little Chat with the Girls this Morn- = 
ing? I believe we ſhall find 'em in the next _ 
Room. 
1 Col. Not immediacy — 
Wl} | at White's. 

19 Bel. For half an Hour, I am your Man there too, 
14 ——D'ye return fo ſoon > 

Wis | Col. Sooner, if you will. 
Wt | Bel. With all my Heart. Allons. 
111 | | | | Exeunt. 


I have an Appointment | 


[i | 8 CEN E II. Another Apartment, 


F' Enter e and FiDELIA, meeting. 


Reſet. O, my Dear! I vas juft coming to ſee if you 
were drefs'd. You look as if you had pleaſant Dreams 
# laſt Night. 


if Fid. Whatever my Dreams were, they can't diſturb 
11 che Morning's Happineſs, of meeting my dear Rojetta 
1 ſo gay and charming. 

1 Reſet. My ſweet Creature! p — But what were 
dt | your Dreams? | 
11 Fid. O, Nothing ——— A Obes of gay Caſtles, 
tf buik by Hope, and thrown down by Diſappointment. 
at” Roſet. O barbarous !—— well, for my Part, I never 
18 built a Caſtle in my Sleep, that wou'd not laſt till 
In | Dooms-day Give me a Dream, and I am Miftreſs of 


the Creation I can do what I will with every Man 
in it And Power, Power! my Dear, ſleeping or 
p waking, is a charming | hivg! 

1 Fid. Now, in my Opinion, a Woman has no Buſi- 
neſs with Power Power admits no Equal, and 
11 diſmiſſes Friendſhip for Flattery — Beſides, it keeps 
v7 the Men at a Diſtance, and that is not always what 
"IT we With. 


Reſet. 
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Net. But then, my Dear, they'll come. when we 
call 'em, and do what we bid em, and go when we 
ſend 'em —— There's ſomething pretty in that, ſure--- 


And for Flattery, take my Word for't, 'tis the 
higheſt Proof of a Man's Efteem——*T1s only allowing 
one what one has not, becauſe the Fellow admires what 
one has---And ſhe, that can keep I nat, need not be 


afraid of believing ſhe has more. 3 
Fid. Ay, if ſhe can keep that— But the Danger 
is, in giving up the Subſtance for the Shadow. 


Come, come, my. Dear, we are weak by Nature; and 
tis but knowing that we are ſo, to be always upon our 
Guard, Fear may make a Woman ſtrong; but 
Confidence undoes her. 

Roſet. Ha ! ha! 


How Aifferent Circumſtances 


direct different Opinions! -——— You are in Love with 
a Rake of a Fellow, who makes You afraid of your ſelf 
—And I hold in Chains a mighty Colonel, who's 


afraid of me 
right Principles 
your Guard, and my Power leaves Me without Danger. 


And ſo, my Dear, we both go upon 


Fid. And yet you muſt . me, il 1 tell you, that 


you love this Colonel. 
Reſet. Who told you fo, my dear Creme! ? 


Fid. ] know it by the Pains you take to vex him 


Beſides, I have ſeen you look as if you did. 

Noc. Look, Child! 
Peop le? 

Fil Ay, like other People in Love Oh; my 
Dear, 1 have ſeen juſt ſuch Looks in the Glals, when 
my Heart has beat at my very Lips. 

Rofert. Thou art the molt provoking Creature! 
Fid. Lou muſt pardon me, RO -I have a 
Heart but little inclin'd to Gaicty ; and am rather won- 


dering, that when Happineſs is in a Woman's Power, 


ſhe ſhou'd neglect it for Lrifles—-— or how 1t ſhou'd 


ever enter her Thoughts, that. the Rigour of a Mit- 


treſs can endear the Submitlion of a Wife. 
© Roſet. As certain, my Dear, as the Repentance of 2 


Sinner out-weighs in Opinion the Life of a daint. —— 


But, to come to ſerious Confeſſion, I have, beſides a 
B Woman's 


by * 
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Woman's Tnclination to Miſchief, another Reaſon for 


Keeping off a little -I am afraid of being thought 


_ Mercenary. 


Fid. Hey fer ! 
qual every Way? 

Roſet. That's not it have told you, that before 
his Father's Return from Exile—— You-know his un- 
happy Attachments to a ſucceſsleſs Party—-—— This 
Colonel (brought up in . our Family, and favour'd by 


*ehy; ths you not his E- 


Sir Roger and my Brother) laid violent Siege to me for 
a whole Lear. ——— Now, tho' I own 1 never dif- 
liked him— —in all that Time, either thro' Pride, 
Folly, or a little Miſchief, I never gave him the leaſt 
Hint, by which he cou'd gueſs at my Inclinations. 


Fid Right Woman upon my Word ! 


- Rofet. * L is now about three Months, ſince the Kin 
in his Goodnels recall'd Sir Charles, and, by reſtoring 


the Eſtate, made the Colonel Heir to a Fortune, more 


than equal to my Expectations—— And now, to con- 
feſs all, the Airs that Folly gave me before, Reaſon 


bids me continue for to ſurrender my Heart at 


once to this ne made Commander, wou'd look as if 


the poor Colonel had wanted a Bribe for the Governor. 
——-- Beſides, he has affronted my Pride, in daring to 
imagine I cou'd deſcend ſo low, as to be fond of that 


Creature, Fadlale.—— A Fellow, form'd only to make 


one laugh——-a Cordial for the Spleen, to be bought 


by every body; and juſt as neceſſary in a Family as a 
Monkey — For which Inſolence, I muft and will be re- 


veng d. | 
lid. Well, I confeſs this looks a little like wer 
hut are you fure, all this while, the Colonel, 
Deſpair, won't ratie the Siege, and draw off his 3 


ces to another Place? 
Roſet. Pthah ! J have a better Opinion of the Men, 


Child - Do but ply 'em with ill uſage, and they are the 


gentleſt Creatures in the World —— Like other Beaſts 
of Prey, you muſt tame 'em by Hunger -— but if 


once you feed 'em high, they are apt to run wild, and 
forget their Keepets. 


Tid. And are all Men ſo, Roſetta ? 
2 
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A Match! a Match, Child! — Here he is, juſt in the, 


me. Abart to Fidelia. 
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Reſet. By the Gravity of that Queſtion, III be 
whipt now, if you don't expect me to ſay ſomething 
civil of my Brother —— Take Care of him, Fidelia, 
for Hunger can't tame him, nor Fulineſls make him 
wilder - To leave you to his Guardianſhip, was fet- 
ting the Fox to keep the Chicken. 

Fid. Wild as he is, my Heart can never beat to ano- 
ther——And then ] have Obligations, that wou'd a- 
maze you. : | 9 

Roſet. Obligations ! — Let me die, if I wou'd not 
marry my Colonel's Papa, and put it out of his Power 


to oblige or diſoblige me. Ry : 35 
Fid. Still you will banter me with Sir Charles ———o tt 
pon my Life, he has no more Deſigns upon me than iP 
you have——1 know no Reaſon for his Friendſhip, but A 
his general Humanity, or perhaps the Particularity of '{'F 
my Circumſtances. _ 1 


Reſet. Why, as you ſay, Youth and Beauty are par- 3 
ticular Circumſtances to move Humanity ——Ha ! ha! Th 
ha!—O, my Dear, Time's a great Tell-tale, and will i 


diſcover all —What a ſweet Mamma ſhall I bave, when ith 
I-marry the Colonel! 1 Ik 
S OE N. E. III. MR 


Enter YouxG BELMmonT, and the COLONEL, 


. 23.4 * 
— n 97 


Bel. When you marry the Colonel, Siſter !——— : 
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Nick — And, Faith, as Men go, very excellent Stuff 
for a Huſband. \ i po” : 
Col. Thoſe were lucky Words, Madam 
 Kofet. Perhaps not ſo lucky, if you knew all, Sir 
Now, or never, for a little Lying, Fidelia, if you love 
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Fid. I'll warrant you, my Dear You muſt know, 
Sir, (4 Belmont) that your Siſter has taken it into her 
Head, that the Colonel's Father is my Lover. 5 

Reſet. What is ſhe going to ſay now ? [ Aſide. 

Fid. And as ſhe looks upon herſelf to be as good as 

marry'd to the Colonel 1 


B 2 Roſet. 
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Roſet. Who I! [ln m—_ 

F:d. She has been ſertling ſome Family affairs with 
her new Mamma here — And upon my Word, ſhe's 
a ſweet Contriver. 

Rofet. And you think I won't be even with you for 


this, Fidelia? 


Bel. Siſter! | 

Col. And was it ſo, Madam ?—And may I hope? 

Keoſet. Was it fo, Madam? — And may I hope? 
{mocking him. ) — No, Sir, it was not ſo and you 
may not hope Do you call this Wit, Fidelia? 

Fid. My dear Creature, you mult allow me to laugh 
a little Ha! ha! ha! 

Noſet. Tis mighty well, Madam — Oh for a little 
Devil at my Elbow now, to help out Invention ¶ de. 

Bel. Ha! ha! ha! - Won't it come, Siſter ? 

Rejet. As ſoon as your Manners, Brother — Vou 


and your grave Friend there, have been genteelly em- 


ploy'd indeed, in liſtening at the Door of a Lady's 
Chamber And then becauſe you heard nothing 
for your Purpoſe to turn my own Words to a Meaning, 
1 ſhould hate myſelf for dreaming of. 

Bel. Why, indeed, Child, we might have perplex'd. 
you a little, if Fidelia had not ſo a N brought you 
off. 
KReaſei. Greatly oblig'd tc 8 my 

Walking in Diſorder. 

Col. I never knew till now, Rofetta, that I cou'd find 

a Pleaſure in your Uneafineſs. 


Roſet. And you think, Sir, that I ſhall 115 forgive 


| this Infolence?——But you may be miſtaken, Sir. 


Bel. Poor Thing, how it pants !—— Come, it ſhall 
have a Huſband !—We mutt about it immediately, 
Colonel, for ſhe's all over in a Flame. 

Rofet. You grow npernucat, Brother —— Is there 


| no Relief ? Alle. 


Bel. Shall ] lift up the Saſk for a little Air, Child ? 
Enter Servant. 
; Roſet. So John. — —— Have you deliver'd the Cares, 
I. gave you? 
Sera, 
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Serv. Yes, Madam 
Compliments to your Ladyſhip, and Madam Fidelia. 
PNoſet. Mr. Faddle, John! —— Where did you ſee 
him? Is | | | 
Serv. He met me in the Street, Madam, and made 
me ſtep into a Coffee-houſe with him, *till he wrote this, 
Madam. e [ Delivers a Letter and Exit. 


Roset. O, the kind Creature Here's a Letter 
from Mr. Faddle, Fideliu Fortune I thank thee for 
{his little Reſpite. [ Afide, and reading the Letter. 


(i. Does the ſuffer the Fool to write to her too? 
id. What, pining, Colonel, in the midſt of Vic- 
rory ? | FF 
Col. To receive his Letters, Madam! l ſhall run 
mad. | | | | 

Bd, So!-— Away Prop and down Scaffold—-All's 
over, I lee, N | | 

Rojot. O Filio.!-—You ſhall hear it —You hall all 
hear it—And there's ſomething in't about the Colone: 
100. | 


Naſet. Nay, Colonel, I am not at all angry now,— 


Vlethinks this Letter has made me quite another rea- 
ture. — Io be fare Mr. Fadale has the moſt gallant 


Way of writing! — haut ks on Words will ſpeak 
beit for him. | 


[ Reads 


55 Dear ( ealure, 


like a Winter in the Country und unleſs you appear 
at Newearſal of the new Opera this Morning, my Sun 
711 be in total Eclipſe for two Hours. Lady Fanny 
made us laugh laßt N.ght, at What's my Thought like, 
by comparing your Colonel to a great Box o the Ear 
becauſe it wwas very rude, ſhe ſaid, and what no body 


card for - have a thouſand Things to ſay —— but 
B E 


3 , 8-208 


and Mr. Fad4dle deſires his | 


Cal. About me, Madam ? Peeviſbly. 


IA CE Lare you J eſterdav, Time has hung upon me 
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a he Clamour of a Coffee Hoe 15 an Interr upliou to the e 
« Sentiments of Love and Veneration, with which, 
« an, | 
« Madam, 
© Meft unſpeakably Yours, 
+ $$" YV-ILE; PADDLE.” 


Is not this very polite, Colonel? 
Col. Extreme!y, Madam! — Only a little out as to 
the Box o' the Ear For you ſhall ſee him take it, Ma- 
dam, as carelefly as a Pinch of Snuff. 
Roſet. Fie, Colonel! You would not quarrel before 
a Lady, I hope.—Fidelia, you muſt oblige. me with 
your Company to Rehearſal— Il go put on my Ca- 
puchin, and ſtep into the Coach, this Moment. 
Fid. I am no Friend to public Places; but I'll at- 
tend you, Madam. 
| Reſet. You'll come, Colonel? 
Col. To be ſure, Madam. 
Bel. Sitter !— Oh, you're a good Creature! 
[Exit Reſetta, laughing affeFedly, 
Tid Shall we have your Company, Sir. [zo Bel. 
Bel. We could find a Way to employ Time better, 
Child—But I am your Shadow, and muſt move with 
you every where. | Exit Fidelia. 
Hal ha! ha! — How like a beaten General do'ſt 
thou look now ! —while the Enemy is upon the March 
to proclaim Te Deum tor a compleat Victory 
Col. Tam but a Man, Charles, and find myſelf no 
Match for the Devil and a Woman. 
Bel. Courage, Boy l- and the Fleſh and the Devil 
may be ſubdu'd—Ha ! ha! ha Such a Colonel! 
Exit. 
Col Why this it is to be in Love — Well Let 
me but ſlip my Leading - Strings! and if ever Jam a 
Woman's Baby again 
To cheat our Wiſhes Nature meant the Sex, 
And form: dem, leſs to pleaſe us, than ae 
xil. 


ACT: 
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AE It, Scene Continues, 
Enter Sir Roger Belmont, aud Sir Charles Raymond: 


Sir No. Voracious young Dog! Muſt - I feed Or- 
A tolans to pamper his Gluttony! 

Sir Cha. Be under no Apprehenſions, Sir Roger; 
Mir. Be.moit's LExceſſes are mitigated by the Levity ol 
To and a too carly Induigence. In his Moments 

{ think ing, I know him generous and noble—And for 
Fil elia ! —i think; I can be anſwerable for her Conduct, 
both in Regard to what ſhe owes herſelf, and you. 

Sir Ro. Why, look you, Sir Charles the Girl's a 
ſweet Girl, and a good Giri--— and Beauty's a fine 
Thing, and Virtue's a fine Thing But-as for Mar- 
riage! - Why - a- Man may buy fine TR too dear. 
— A little Money. Sir Charles, wou'd ſet off Ber Beauty, 
and find her Virtue E moloy ment—But the young 
Rogue does not ſay a Word of «that, of late. 

Sir Cha. Nor of Marriage, I am ſure—His Love 
of Liberty will prevent your Fears one Way, and, I 
nope, Fidelia Honour, another 

Sir Ro. Muſt not have her ruin'd tho'! 

Sir Char. Fear it not, Str Roger — And when next 
you ſee your Son, be a little particular in your Enqui- 
ries about her Family and Circumſtances —If ſhe is 
what her Behaviour beſpeaks her, and he pretends, a 
Lady of Birth and Fortune —— Why, Secrets are un- 
neceſſary—If he declines an Explanation, look upon 
the whole as a Contrivance, to cover Purpoles, which 
we muſt guard againſt, 


Sir Ro. Why you don't think the Rogue has had 
her, hah, Sir. Charles? 


Sir Char. No, upon my Honour hold her In- 
nocence to be without Stain But, to deal freely with 
my Friend, I look upon her Story, as ſtrange and im- 
probable. mend Orphan of Beauty, Family and For- 
Woe; me by a dying Brother 30 the Nie Cre 

of 
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of a licentious young Fellow ! Lou muſt pardon: me, 
Sir Roper. | | 
Sir No. Pray go on, Sir. 
Sir Char. Brought i in at midnight too !—And then 
+ young Creature, ſo educated, and fo irreſiſtibly ami- 
able, to be im all Appearance, without Alliance, Friend, 
or Acquaintance in the wide World !—a Tink torn 
off from the general Chain II ſay, Sir Roger, this is 


ſtrange. 


Sir Ro. By my Iroth, and 65 it is! 
Sir Char. I know not why I am fo intereſted in this 


Lady's Concerns ; but Yeſterday, I indulg'd my curi- 


oſity with her, perhaps, beyond the Bounds of Good- 
manners I gave a Loole to my Suſpicion, and added 
Oaths of Secrcly to my Enquiries. But her Anſwers 
only ferv'd to multiply my Doubts—And ſtill as ] per- 
ſiſted, I ſaw her Cheeks cover'd with Bluſhes, and her 
Eyes ſwimming in Tears—but, my Life upon't, they 
were the Bluſhes, and the Tears of Innocence! 

Sir Ro. We muſt, and will be fatisty'd, Sir Charles. 
Sir Char. For who knows, while we are delaying, 
but ſome unhappy Mother, perhaps of Rank too, may 
be wringing her Hands in Bitterneſs of Mitery for this 


Joſt Davghter.—Girls who have kept their Virtue, Sir 
| Roger, have done mad Things for a Man they Love. 


Sir Ro. And {o indeed they have—l remember when 
1 was a young Fellow my ſelf—But is not that my 
Charles coming through the Hall yonder ? 

Sir Char, Ay, Sir "Raper. Attack him now But 
Jet your Enquiries have more the Shew of accidental 
Chat than Deſign; for too much Larneſineſs may be- 
get Suſpicion—And ſo, . I leave you to your Diſ- 


| cretion. | Exit. 


Sir Ro. You ſhall ſee me again before Dinner—A 


| Pox of theſe you Fo , Takehelly Rogues!—a Girl's worth 


twenty of e em—1t one cou d but manage her. 


SCENE 


The FU UNDEING. 1 


Ot - 


N . 
Enter Young BELMONT, repeating. 


Bel. No Warninp of th' approaching Flame 
Sevi/tly, like ſudden Death, it came ; 
Like Mariners, by n Kill d, 
I burnt the Moment 
My dear Sir, I have not feen you to Day before ! 

Sir Ro. What, ſtudying Poetry, oY s to help out 
the Year's Allowance 2. 

Bel. Faith, Sir, Limes are hard—and unleſs you 
came down with a freſh Hundred now and then, I may 
go near to dilgrace your Family and turn Poet. 

Sir Ro. And fo want Friends all thy Life after !— 

But now we talk of Money, Charles, what art thou 
doing with Pidelia's Money ?—I am thinking, that a 
round Sum thrown into the Stocks now, might turn to 
pretty tolerable Account. 

Bel. The Stocks, Sir? 

Sir Ro. Av, Boy. My Broker will be here after 
Dinner, and he ſhall have a little Chat with thee, a- 
bout laying out a few of her Thouſands, 

Bl. J hope, lie'll tell us where we ſhall get the! 

Thoufands. 22 
Sir K Thou doſt not aniwer me, Charles -- Art 

dumb, Boy ? | 

Hel. Why, to be ſure, Sir, as to that - Fidelia— I 
can't ſay, but that the may However, that is, you 

know, Sir If as to oat Will your. Broker be 
here after Dinner, Sir? 

Sir No. Take a little Time, Cha: le Por at preſent 
thou doſt not make thyſelf fo clearly underitood. 

Bel. Quite right, to be ture, Sir Nothing cou' d, 
beyond all Doubt, be more judicious, or more advan-. 
tageous but did you know her Brother, vir? 

Sir Ro. Whol, Child No. 

Bel. Faith, nor J neither. ( fete Not know 
Zan, Sir :— The Rogue would have made you Jaugir, 

— Lid 
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— Did I never read you any of his Epigrams ? — But 
then he had ſuch an Itch for Play | Why he 


_ wou'd tet you a whole Fortune at a Caſt - And ſuch a 
Mimic too l- but no Economy in the World Why, 


it coſt him a coo] fix thouſand. to ſtand for Member 
once 0, I cou'd tell you ſuch Stories of that 


Election, Sir 


Sir Ro, Prithee, what Borouph did he ſtand for? 
Be! Lord, Sir i—He was flung all to nothing— 


My Lord What d'ye call-um's Son carry'd it fifteen to 


one, at halt the Expeyce—ln ſhort, Sir, by his Extra- 
vagance, Affaits are fo perplex'd, lo very 1ntricate, that 
upon my Word, Sir, I declare it, I don't know what to 
think of em —A Pox of theſe Queſtions. (Aide. 

Sir Ro. But ſhe has Friends and Relations, Charles ! 
-—] fancy, if 1 knew who They were, ſomething might | 


de done. 


Bel. Yes, yes, Sir, the has Friends, and Relations 
Al ſee, Sir, Jou know nothing of her Affairs - Such 


a String of em; — The only wile Thing her Brother 
ever did, was making Me her Guardian, to take her 


out of the Reach of thoſe Wretches — 1 ſhall never 
forget his laſt Words—W hatever you do, my dear 
Cha: les, ſays he, taking me by the Hand, keep that 


Girl from her Relations — Why, I would not for a 
thouſand Pounds, Sir, that any of them ſhou'd know 


where ſhe is. 

Sir Ro. Why, we have been a little Cautious, 
Charles But where does the Eſtate lie? 

Bel. Lord, Sir !—an Eftate or no Eſtate—I wonder 
a Man of your Knowledge wou'd aſk the Queſtion. 
An Earthquake may lwallow ' it, for any Thing 


| 8 


Sir Ro. But where does it lie, Charles? In what 
County, Ilay? _ 

Bel. And then there's the ſix thouſand Pounds, that 
her Father left her 
dir Ro. What, that gone too, Charts #:: | 
Bel. Juſt as good, | believe - Every Shilling on't in 
a-Lawyer's Hands. | 

Sir 
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Sie Ro. But he is not afraid to ſee Him too, Charles? 
— Where does He live? 


Bel. Live, Sir! - Do you think ſuch a Fellow ought 


to live? —Why he has trurapt up a Contract of Mar- 


riage with this Girl, under the Penalty of her whole 
Fortune — here's a Piece of Work for you! | 

Sir Ro. But has he no Name, Charles *—Whatis he 
call'd, I ſay ? 

Bel. You can't call him by any Name, that's too bad 
for him But if I don't draw his Gown over his Ears 
—why fay, I am a had Guardian, Sir — that's all. 

Sir. Ro, If this ſhould be apocryphal now ? 

Bel. Sir ? 

Sir Po, A Fetch! a Fib, Charles! — to conceal 
ſome honeſt Man's Daughter, that you have kolen, 
Child! 85 | 

Bel. And brought into a ſober Family, to have the 
entire Poſſeſſion of, without Lett or Moleſtation ?— 


Why, what a deal of Money You have laviſh' d av vay, 


Sir, upon the Education of a Fool? 


Sir Ro. There is but that one Circumſtance to 
bring thee off - For to be ſure, her Affairs m might have 
been as well ſettled in private Lodgings—And beſides, 


. Charles, a World of troubleſome Queſtions, and lying 
Anſwers might have been ſav'd—But take Care, Boy; 5 
—for 1 may be in the Secret before thou art aware on't 

—2 Treat Rogue, Charles ! | Exit. 

Bel. So ! — The Mine's ſprung, T fee—and Fidelidæ 
has betray'd me And yet, upon cooler Thoughts, ſte 
durſt not break her Word with me -- For tho' She's a 
Woman, the Devil has no Part in her-- Now will 1 be 
hang'd, if my loving Sitter is not at the Bottom of all 
this But if I don 'tout-plot her! Let me ſee Ay — 


Faddle ſhall be call d in. For the Fool loves Miſchief 


like an old Maid ; and will out-lie an Attorney, 
SCENE III. 
Enter Ros ET TA. 


Roſet. What, muſing, Brother ! = Now wou'd 1 


tain 
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fain know, which of all-the Virtues has been the Sub- 
ject of your Contemplations ? 
Bel. Patience, Patience, Child-- For he that has 
Connection with a Woman, let her be Wife, Miſtreſs, 
or Siſter, muſt have Patience. 
Roſet. The moſt uſeful Virtue in the World, Bro- 


ther! — and Fidelia ſhall be your Tutoreſts———Pll 


hold fix to four, that ſhe leads you into the Practice 
on't with more Dexterity, than the beſt Philoſopher in 
England — She ſhall teach it, and yet keep the Heart 
without Hope, Brother. 

Bel. Why, that's a contrary Method to yours, Siſter; 
—for you give Hope, where you mean to try Patience 
moſt—And I take it, that you are the abler Miſtreſs 
in the Art—Why every Coxcomb in Town has been 

your Scholar, Child. 
ERoſet. Not to learn Patience — There's your Miſtake 
now—— For it has been my conſtant Practice, to put 
my Scholars out of all Pattence—What are You think- 
ing of, Brother? 


Bel. Why, I was thinking, Child, that *twou'd be 
a Queſtion to puzzle a Conjurer, what a Coquet was 


made for? 

Rojet. Am TI one, Brother ? 

Bel. O, Fie, Sitter ! 

Rojer. Lord ! I, that am no Conjurer, can tell you 
that.—4A Coquet!—Oh Why, a Coquet is a Sort 
of beautiful Delert in Wax-work, that tempts the 
Fool to an Entertainment, merely to baulk his Appe- 
tite.— And will any one tell me, that Nature had no 
Hand in the making a Coquet, when the anſwers ſuch 
 wiſeand neceſſary Euteten, - Now, pray, Sir, tell me 
what a Rake was made for ? 

Bel: Am I one, Siſter ? 

Reſet. O, Fie, Brother! 


Bel. Nay, Child, if a Coquet be fo uſeful in the 


Syſtem of Morals, a Rake muſt be the molt horrid 


Thing in Nature—He was born for her Deſtruction, 


Child—Shel1ofes her Being at the very Sight of him — 
and drops plum into his Arms, like a charm'd Bird in- 
to the Mouth of a Rattle-Snake. 


Roſe. 
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Roſet. Bleſs us all !—What a Mercy it is, that we 


are Brother and Siſter! 
Bel. Be thankful for't Night and Morning upon 
your Knees, Huſſy — for I ſhould certainly have been 


the Ruin of you—But come, Raſetta— Lis allow'd 
then, that we are Rake and Coquet. And now, do 
you know, that the eſſential Difference between us lies 


only in two Words Petticoat and Breeches ? 
Reſet. Ay, make that out, and you'll do ſomething 
Bel. Pleaſure, Child, is the Buſineſs of both And 


the ſame Principles, that make Me a Rake, wou'd make 
You—no better than you ſhou'd be—were it not for 


that Tax upon the Petticoat, call'd Scandal. Your 
Wiſhes are reſtrain'd by Fear 
Cuſtom 


the Wing to make Girls Women, Child. 


Roſet. Now, as I hope to be marry'd, I wou'd not 


be a Rake for the whole Worid—unleſs I were a Man ; 
and then I do verily believe, I ſhould turn out juſt 
ſuch another. 


Biel. That's my dear Siſter! Give me your Hand, 
Child Why now thou art the honeſteſt Girl in St, 


Zames's Pariſh—And I'll truſt thee for the future with 


all my Secrets—lI am going to Fidelia, Child. 


Roſet. What a Pity 'tis, Brother, that ſhe is not 
ſuch a Coquet as I am ? 


Bel. Not ſo neither, my ſweet Siſter —F or, F aith, 


the Conqueſt wou'd be too eaſy to keep a Man conſtant, 

Rojet. Civil Creature! 

Bel. But here comes the Colonel—Now to our ſe- 
veral Vocations—You to Fooling, and I to Buſineſs 
At Dinner we'll meet, and compare Notes, Child. 

Roſet. For a Pot of Coffee, 1 ſucceed beſt. 

Bel. Faith, Im afraid ſo. Exit. 


SCENE W. 
Enter the COLONEL. 


Col. To meet you alone, Madam, is a Happineſs—= 


Ro/et: 


Mine, authoris'd by 
And while you are forc'd to ſit down with 
the ſtarvd Comfort of making Men Fools—T am upon 
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ERoſet. Pray, Colonel, are you a Rake? Methinks 
I wou'd fain have you a Rake. 

Col. Why fo, Madam? — Tis a character I never 
was fond of. 


Roſet. Becauſe Jam tir'd of being a Coquet—Zd | 


my Brother ſays, that a Rake can transform one, in 
the Flirt ofa Fan. 

Col. I wou'd be any Thing, Madam, to be better in 
your Opinion. 

Raſet. If you were a Rake now, what wou' d you 
ſay to me? 

Col. Nothing, adm wou'd 

 [Smnatches her Hand, and Kiſs il. 

Reſet. Bleſs me !—is the Man mad! 2 aſk d 
whan you wou'd ſay to me? 

Col. I wou'd ſay, Madam, that you are my 1365 


ny Soul, my Angel !— That all wy — ot _ 


pineſs are built upon your Kindneſs ! 
Roſet. Very well! Keep it up 
Col. That your Smiles are or than Virtue, and 
your Chains ſweeter than Liberty ! 
- Reſet. Upon my Word! 


Col. O, Roſetta — Ho can you trifle ſo with a 


Heart that loves you ? 

Roſet. Very well !——Pathetic too! 

Col. Nay, nay, this is carrying the Jeſt too far 
If you knew the Situation of my Mind, you wou'd not 
torture me thus. 

Rejet. Situation of the mind very geographical ] 
———|Goon! 

Col. Pſhah ! This is not in your Nature. 

Roſet. Suſpicion — pretty enough! 

Col. You know I have not deſerv'd this. 

Roſet. Anger too! Go on! 

Col. No, Madam, Faddle can divert you this 
Way at an eaſier Price. 

Roſet. And Jealouſy Al the Viciſſitudes of Love! 
Incomparable! 

Col. You will force me to tell you, Madam, that 


I can bear to be your Jeſt no longer. 


Reſet. 
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Roſet. Or thus 
Am I the Feſt of her I lous? 
Forbid it all the Gods above ! 
It may be render'd either Way—But I am for the 
Rhyme—l love Poetry vaſtly—Don't you love Poetry, 
Colonel? 
Col. This is beyond all Patience, Madam. 
Very angrily. 

Roſet. Bleſs me !—Why, you have not been in Ear- 
neſt, Colonel? Lord, Lord, how a filly Woman may 
be miſtakes * 

Col. Shall I aſk you one ſerious Queſtion, Madam ? 

_ Reſet. Why, J find my ſelf ſomewhat whimſical this 
Morning—and I dont care if I do take a little Stuff 
but don't let it be bitter. 

Col. Am I to be your Fool always, Madam, or, 
like other Fools, to be made a Huſband of, when my 
Time's out? 

Roſet. Lord, you Men Creatures do aſk the ſtrangeſt : 
Queſtions Why how can I poſſibly ſay now, what 1 
ſnall do ten Years hence? 

Col. Tam anſwer d, Madam. [Walking in diforder 
Enter SERVANT, 


Serv. Mr. Fadale, Madam, Ei 
SCENE V. 


Enter FaDDLE. 


Ful. 0, my dear, ſoft Toad !-—And the Colonel, 

by all that's ſcarlet ? — Now Pox catch me, if Nature 
ever form'd ſo compleat a Couple ſince the firſt Pair 
in Paradiſe. 

Ryjet. Tis well you are come, Faddle— Give me 
ſomething to laugh at, or I ſhall die with the Spleen. | 
Col. Ay, Sir, make the Lady laugh this Moment, 

I ſhall break your Bones, Raſcal. 
Fad. Lord, Colonel !—What !—what !-—hah !—— 
Col. Make her laugh this Inſtant, J ſay, or Pl | 
make you cry—Not make her laugh, when ſhe bids 
you !—Why, Sirrah . have made her laugh this 
half Hour without bidding. 
B 2 Reſet. 


Stand by me a little- 
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Rojet. Ha! ha! ha! 
Fad. Why there, there, there, Colonel —She does, 


the _ ſhe does ! — 


: 8 CEN E VI. 
Enter Youne BELMONT, and "KY 


Bel. Why how now, Fadle | What has been the 
Matter, prithee ? 

Col. A Raſcal I not make a Lady laugh 

Fad. What Charles, and my little Fiday tool 


relax'd my very Sinews, and quite tremulated my 
whole Syſtem. 


Fid. And was he angry with you, Tadula ? | 
Fad. To a Degree, my Dear But I have for- 


got it—I bear no Malice to any one in the World, 
Child. | 


Roſet Do you know, Fadale, that: I have a Quarrel 
with you too ? 


_ Fad, You, Child !—Heh! kek (What, I am in- 

conſtant, I ſuppoſe—and have been the Ruin of a 
Murder 
But come, 
Vivace] Let the Storm looſe—and you ſhall tee me 
weather it, like the Oſier in the Fable It may bend, 


few Families this Winter, hah, Child f. 
will out, tho' it's done in the Center 


but not break me. 


Rojet. Nay, it ſhall come in a Breeze—T'lIl whiſper 


it. | [Whiſpers Faddle. 
Bel. Colonel 5 
Col. Now cou'd I cut my 1 Throat, for being vext 


at this Puppy—And yet the Devil Jealouſy will have 

It .. Apart to Belmont. 
Fad Oh, what a Creature have you nam'd, Child ! 

 —Heh ! heh! heh!—May Grace renounce me, and 
Darkneſs ſeal my Eye-lids, if I wou'd not as ſoon 
make Love to a Milliner's Doll. 


Bel. Prithee, what Miſtreſs has ſhe found out Gs 
thee, Faadle ? 


Fad. 


for this robuſt Colonel has ; 


=I cou'd not have collected myſelf, 
without your Preſence. 


8 755 . 3 e 


of Chalk and Water, Heh! heh! heh! 


Abundance of Modeſty. 

Fuad. Pugh !—Pox of Modeſty, Colonel ! But do 
you know, you flim Toad you, [To Ro/et.] what a 
Battle J had laſt Night, in a certain Company, about 


me, ſays Billy —Heh! 


a 
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Fad. By all that's odious, Charles —Miſs Gargle, the 
Pothecary's Daughter—The Toad is fond of me, 
that's pofitive—But ſuch a Meſs of Water-gruel !— 
Ugh !—To all purpoſes of Joy, ſhe's an Armful of 
dry Shavings !—And then ſhe's fo jealous of one! 
Lord, fays ſhe, Mr. Fadale, you are eternally at Sir 
Roger's—One can't ſet Eyes upon you in a whole Day 
— Heh! heh!—And then the Tears do ſo trickle 
down thoſe white-waſh Cheeks of her's—that if ſhe 
could but warm me to the leaſt Fit of the Heart-burn, 
believe I ſhou'd be tempted to take herby Way 


„ 3 
Roſet. Ha! ha! ha! 
Fad. Ds | 


Roſet. Isn't he a pleaſant Creature, Colonel? 
Col. Certainly, Madam of infinite Wit, with 


you, and that ugly Gipſy there? 


Fid. Meaning me, Sir ? 


Fad. Pert, and pretty — * ou muſt know, there 
was Jack Taffetty, Billy Cruel, Lord Harry Gymp 


and I, at Jack's Lodgings, all in tip-top Spirits. over 
a Pint of Burgundy A Pox of all Drinking tho 
l ſhall never get it out of my Head - Well, 
we were toaſting a Round of Beauties, you mult know 
—— The Git! of your Heart, Fadd/z, ſays my Lord? 


— ct. Belmont, my Lord, ſays I And, Faith, 


down you went, you delicate Devil you, in almoſt 
halt a Glatz—Rot your Toaſt, ſays my Lord, —1 
was fond of her lait Winter She's a Wit, fays Jack, 
——And a Scold, by all hat's nolly, ſays Billy—!sn't 
the 2 little freckled, ſays my Lord? Damnationly 


pacded, ſays Jack — And painted like a Duich Doll, 


by” Jupiter, ſays Billy — She's very unſuſceptible, ſays 
my Lord No more Warmth than a Snow-bal!, 
ſays Jack A mere Co'd-bath to a Lover, Curſe catch 
heh! heh !—ſays I, that's be- 
B 3 | cute 
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cauſe you want Heat to warm her, my Dears— To 


me now, fhe's all over Combuſtibles—I can electrify 
her by a Look - Touch but her Lip, and ſnap ſhe goes 


off in a Flaſh of Fire. | 
EKReoſet. O, the Wretch !—.what a Picture has he 
drawn of me! _ I. Fidelia. 


Fid. You muſt be curious, my Dear. | 
Bel. Ha! ha!—But you forget Fidelia, Faddle. 
Fad. Oh !—And there's the new Face, ſays Billy— 

Fidelia, I think they call her—If ſhe was an Appurte- 


nance of mine, ſays my Lord, I'd hang her upon a 


Peg in my Wardrobe, among my caſt Clothes 
With thoſe demure Looks af hers, fays Jack, I'd fend 


her to my Auntin Worceſterſhire, to ſet her Face by, 


when ſhe went to Church Or, what think you, ſays 
Billy, of keeping her in a Show-glaſs, by Way of— 


Gentlemen and Ladies, walk in, and ſee the Curioſity 


of Curiofities——the perfect Pamela in High Lite !— 


_ Obſerve, Gentlemen, the Bluſhing of her Cheeks, the 
Turning up of her Eyes, and her Tongue, that ſays 


nothing but Fie ! Fie !=—. Ha! ha! hal— 
Incomparable !——#ſaid all three !—Pugh, Pox, ſays 


= 1 not ſo bad as that neither The little Toad _ 
has not ſeen much of the Town indeed — But ſhe'll _ 


do in time—And a Glaſs of Preniac may ſerve one's 


Turn, you know, when Champaign is not to be had, 
Al. Ha! ha! ha! [ Boxwing to Roſetta. 
Bel. Why, thou did'ſt give it 'em, Faith Bully. 
Fid. I think, Roſetta, we were mighty lucky in an 
Advocate. 
KNoſet. Prodigious ! N | 
Fad. Poor Joads !— Oh I had forgot—You left 


the Rehearſal of the new Opera this Morning in the 


moſt unlucky Time !— The very Moment you were 


gone, ſouſe came into the Pit, my Friend the Alderman 


and his fat Wife, trick'd out in Sunſhine—You mult 


| know, I drank Chocolate with em in the Morning, 


and heard all the Ceremony of their Proceedings Sir 
Barnaby, ſays my Lady, ſays ſhe—lI ſhall wear my Pink 
and Silver, and my beſt Jewels—and, d'ye hear Do 
you get Betty to tac k on your Dreſdens, and Jet Pom- 
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pey comb out the white Tie, and bring down the blue 
Coat lin'd with Buff, and the brown ſilk Breeches, and 
the gold-headed Cane I think as you always wear 
your Coat button'd, that green Waiſtcoat may do- 
But tis ſo beſmear' d, that I vow it's a filthy Sight with 


your Night-gown open And as you go in the Coach 


with me, you may get your white Stockings air'd- 
But you are determined never to oblige me with a 
Pair of Roll. ups upon theſe Occaſions, notwithſtand- 
ing all J have ſaid Wie are to mix with Quality 


this Morning, Mr. Fadd/e, and it may be proper to 


let em know as how, there are People in the City, 
who live of the Weſtminſter Side of Yapping——Your 
Ladyſhip's perfectly in the Right, Madam, ſays I 
(Stifling a Laugh.) and for fear of a Horſe: laugh in 
her Face, flap daſh, I made a Leg, and bruſh'd off 


ke Lightning. 


A], Ha! ha! ha! ? 
Enter Servant, and whiſpers Roſetta, 


-We 


Roſetta Come, Gentlemen, Dinner waits- 


mall have all your Companies, I hope. 


Bel. You know, you dine with me at the King's 5 
Arms, Faddle. [ {part to Fad. 
Fuad. Do I? I am ſorry, my dear Creature, that 
a particular Appointment robs me of the Honour. 

% Roſetta, 

Rojet. Pfhah! you are always engag'd, 1 think 
Come, Fidelia. | EXE, Roſet. S Fide. 

Col. Why then, thank Heaven, there's ſome Reſpite! 


[ Exit. | 

Bel. Hark you, Faddle—l1 hope you are not in the 
leaſt ignorant, that upon particular Occaſions you can 

be a very great Raſcal ? 


Fad. Who I, Charles ? Pugh! 
this the Dinner I am to have ? 

Bel. Courage, Boy ! — And becauſe I think ſo 
well of ther there [Gives him a Purſe -T will 
buy thee a new lac'd Coat, and a Feather. 

Fad, Why ay, this is ſomething, Charles 


Pox l- Is 


Bot 


what 


: 
t 
* 

: 


ting, hah, Charles ?— 


this haunted Houſe here 
louſy of Sir Charles, the Gravity of the Colonel, the 


ther, ſhe muſt become a Veſtal, or I 
Fuad. And ſo, byWay ofalitile ſimple Fornication, ou 
want to remove her to private Lodgings, hah, Charles 


RN * : * * 5 
- h * . N 


26 The FOUNDLING. 
what am I todo, hah? —— I won't * 
my Soul, I won't hght. 


Bel. Thou can'ſt lie a little. 
* Fad. A great deal, Charles 
Time among Women of Quality to little Purpoſe. 


Bel. I'll tell thee then—This ſweet Girl, this An- 
gel, this ſtubborn Fidelia, ſticks fo at my Heart, that 


J muſt either get the better of her, or run mad. 
Fad. And ſo thou woud'ſt have me aiding and abet- 
Maſt not be tuck'd up for a 


Rape neither. 


Bel. Peace, Fool r— About three months ago, by 


a very extraordinary Adventure, this Lady dropt into 


my Arms lt happen'd that our Hearts took Fire at 
firſt Sight 


But, as the Devil wou'd have it, in the 
Hurry of my firſt Thoughts, not knowing where to 
place her, I was tempted, for Security, to bring her to 
where between the Jea- 


Curioſity of a Siſter, and the awkward Care of a Fa- 
a Husband. 


Bel. But how, how, how! 

Fad. Let me ſee! Hum! 
not her Guardian, Charles ? 

Bel. Nor ſhe the Woman ſhe pretends, Boy—I tell 
thee, ſhe was mine by Fortune tilted for her at 
Midnight- 
bring her hither 


thou dear Raſcal ?. 


The Family was in Bed; which 


gave me Lime for Contrivance—l prevailed upon her 


to call me her Guardian: — that by pretending Au— 
thority over her, I mit remove her at Pleaſure 
But here too I was ceiv'd— My Siſter's Fondneſs 


for her has rende every Plot of mine to part 'em 
wapracticable— and without thy wicked Aſſiſtance, 


we mult both Q & in our Virginity. 


Fad. Em! That wou'd be a Pity, Charles But 


let me ice |= Ay!—] have it Wirhin theſe three 


Hours we'll contrive to ſet the Houſe in ſuch 4 
if he 
: ſtands 


Flame, that the Devil himſelf may take her 


Or I have ſpent my 


And ſo, you are 


-But the Devil tempted me, I ſay, to 


| 
4 


* 


Boy ! Tis here, here, here, Charles ! 


Is all your own doing, my Dear. You firſt : 


e, 


The FOUNDLING, 27 
To Dinner, .To Dinner, 


ftands at the Street- Door 


Bel. If thou doſt! 

Fad. And if I don't Why no more Purſes, 
Charles I tell thee, tis hes: here, Boy ! To Dinner, 
to Dinner. [ Exeunts 


. 
SCENE continues, 


Enter ROS ET A and FiDELIA, 
DEL. 


teize him into Madneſs, and then wonder to 
hear his Chains rattle. 

Foſet. And yet how one of my beayenly Smiles 
fober'd him again! | 

Fid. If I werea Man, you mou d uſe me to but 
once, Roſetta. | 

Reſet. Plhah !—— If you were a Man,) you wou'd 
do, as Men do, Child-. Ha! ha! hal [hey 
are Creatures of robuſt e ee and will bear a 
great deal Beſides, for my Part, I can't fee what a 
reaſonable Fellow, ought to expect bu:ore Marriage, 
but ill Uſage You can't imagine, my Dear, how it 
{weetens Kindneſs afterwards "Tis bringing a poor, 
ſtarv'd Creature to a warm Fire, after a whole Night” 5 
wand'ring thro' Froſt and Snow. 

Fid, But, to carry on the Image, my Dear— 
won't he be apt to curte the Tongue that miſguided 
him; and take up with the firi. irc he meets with, 
rather than perith in the Cold? — | cou eng you a 
0 9 82 Roſetta, that one wou d [wear was made o'Pur- 

ſe for Po 


Sefer. © „pray let me hear it. 


2 
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FID ri 


| J. 5 
To R a Shape, anda Bloom, and an Air, and a Mein, 
1˙ Myrtilla vas brighteſt of all the gay Green; 

But artfully wild, and affeedly coy, 
Thoſe her Beauties invited, her pride wou'd deftray. 
II 


75 


By the Flocks, as ſhe flray'd vi th the Nymphs of the Vale, 

Not a Shepherd but abo d her to hear his foft Tale; 

75 fatal the Paſſion, the laugh'd at the Swain, 

And return'd with Veglect, what ſhe heard with Diſdain. 
III. | 

But Beauty has Wings, ana too haſtily fies 

And Lowe, unreward:d jon fickens and dies, 

The Nymph cur' d by Time, of her Folly and Pride, 

Now jfighs in her Turn for the E liſi ſhe deny'd. 


No longer he frolicks it wide ver the Plain, 

To kill with her Coyneſs the languiſhing Swain z 

So humbled her Pride is, ſo ſoften'd her Mind, 

That, tho" courted by none, jhe to all wou'd be kind, 

How d'ye like it, my Dear? 3 

Koſet. Pſhah there's a Song indeed !—You ſhou'd 
fing of Men's Perjuries, my Dear —of kind Nymphs, 
and cloy'd Shepherds For, take my Word for't— 


there's no Charm like Cruelty to keep the Men con- 


ſtant; nor no Deformity like Kindneſs to make em 
loath you. : ; | 
| . Enter Servant. 

Serv. A Letter for your Ladyſhip, Madam. [ Exit, 


Rojet. For me? I don't remember the Hand. (Opens. 


and reads the Letter to herſelf.) 


Fid. I have little Inclination to be chearful, tho' I 


fing Songs, and prattle thro' the whole Day 


Belmont] Belmont [ Afide.] You ſeem ſtrangely 


concern'd, Madam I hope no ill News! | 
Roſet. The worſt in the World, Fidelia, if it be true. 
Fid Pray Heaven it be falſe then! —But muſt it 
be a Secret ? I hope my dear Roſetta knows, that 
whatever affeQs her Quiet, can't leave mine undiſ- 
turb'd. | „ 


ſome, 


bs # Hao $6 
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Roſet. Who's there? 
Enter Servant. 
How did you receive this Letter ? 
Serv. From a Porter, Madam. 
Ro ſet. Is he without? 
Serv, No, Madam, he ſaid it required no Anſwen 
Roſet. Had you any knowledge of him? 
| Serv. Not that I remember, Madam. 
Roſet. Shou'd you know him again? 
Serv. Certainly, Madam. 
Reſet. Where did my Brother ſay he din'd to Day? 
Serv. At the King's Arms, Madam. 
Roſet. And Mr. Faddle with him? 
Serv. They went out together, Madam. 
Rojet. Run this Moment, and fay I deſire to ſpeak 


with both of ? em immediately, upon an ons” 


Affair. | 
Ser. Yes, Madam. | [ Exit. 


Fid. What can this mean? 22 Am! unfit 


to be truſted? 
Roſet. Tell me, Fidelia But no Matter 


Why 


on i d you f—1 have been too grave. 


Fid. Still more and more perplexing !—But my En- 


quiries are at an End ſhall learn to be leſs trouble- 


ſome, as you are leis kind, Roſetta. 


Reſet. Prithee don't talk fo, Fide/ia,—1 can never 
be leſs kind. | 


Fid. Indeed, I won't deſerve you ſhou'd. 
Roſet. J know it, Fidelia, But tell me then—ITsg 
there a Circumſtance in your Life, that wou'd call a 


Bluſh to your Cheeks, if 'twere laid as open to the : 


World's Knowledge, as to your own ? 
Fid. If from the Letter you aſk me that range 

8 Madam, furely I ſhou'd ſee it. 
Roſet. I think not, Fidelia 


Fid. Why were you fo much alarmed then? 


Rojet. I confeſs, it ſtartled me at firſt—But tis a 


lying Letter, and ſhou'd not trouble you. 
Fid. Then it relates to me, Madam? 
Rojet. No Matter, Fidelia. 


| For upon ſecond | 
Thoughts, 'tis a Trifle, not worth your Notice. 


Fid. 
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Fid. J have loſt my Friend then I begged, at firft, 
to be a Sharer in Roſetta's Griefs But now I find 
they are all my own, and ſhe denies my Right to 'em. 

Roſet. This is too much, Fidelia - And now, to 


keep you longer in Suſpence wou'd be Cruelty—But 


the Writer of this Scroll has a Mind darker than Night. 
You ſhall join with me in wond'ring, that there is 
ſuch a Monſter in the World. 

[Reads 


To Miſs Ros TTA BELMONT. 


IRE, 


to your Thanks, or Reſentment 
wwhat ſhe ſeems She has deceived You, and may your 
Brother to his Ruin—Women of the Toaun know how to 


Wear the Face of Innocence, when it ſerves the Purpoſes . 


of Guilt — Faddle, i he pleaſes, can inform you far- 


| ther. But be afſur'd, I have my Intelligence from more 


ſufficient Authority, 


P. S. There needs no farther Addreſs i in this Matter, 
Is. foe the ey of 


than a plain Queſtion to Fidelia 
Mr. Belmont's Friend? 
Fid. Then I am loſt! [ Afaae. 
| Reſet. What, in Tears, Fia:/ia ?9—Nay, 1 meant to 
Prithee, look up, and 
let us laugh at the Malice of this nameleſs Libeller. 
Fid. No, Roſetta the Mind muſt be wrapt in 
its own Innocence, that can ſtand againſt the Storms 
of Malice fear I have not that Mind. 
KRoſet. What Mind, Fidelia ? 
Fid. And yet that Letter is a falſe one. 


| Refer. Upon my Life it is! For you are Innocence | f 


itſelf. 
Fid. Oh, Roſetta / No Siſter of Mr. Belmont” 8 


Friend kneels to you for Pardon—but a poor wretched 


Out-caſt of Fortune, that with an artful Tale has im- 
pos'd upon your Nature, and won you to a Friendſhip 


for a a helpleſs Stranger, that never knew herſelf. | 
Refer. 


S T1 awrite without a Name. J am able indifferent. 
Fidelia 7s not 


3 diatel 


Ro 
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Rgſet. Riſe, Fidelia But take Care! For if you 
have deceived me, honeſty is nothing but a Name. 
Fid. Think not too hardly of me neither For 
tho' I am not what I ſeem, I wou'd not be what that 
Letter calls me, to be Miſtreſs of the World. 
; Roſet. J have no Words, Fidelia - Speak on—But 
methinks, you ſhou'd not weep ſo. 
- Fid. Nay, now, Roſetta, you compel me — For 
this Gentleneſs is too much for mel have deceiy'd 
you, and you are kind—It you wou'd dry up my 
Tears, call forth your Reſentment—Anger might 
turn me into Stone but Compaſlion melts me. 

Roſet. | have no Anger, Fidelia Pray go on. 
Fid. When my Tears will let me I have play'd 
a fooliſh Game, Roſetta and yet my utmoſt Fault has 
been, conſenting to deceive you What J am, I know 
not— That I am not what I ſeem, I know—But why 
I have ſeem'd otherwiſe than I am, again I know not 
— Tis a Riddle, that your Brother only can explain 
He knows the Story of my Life, and will in Honour 
reveal it Wou'd he were nere!!! 

Rojet. Wou'd he were, Fidelia for I am upon 
the Rack—Prithee, go on, and inform me farther. 
| Fid. There's my Grief, Roſetta For I am bound 
by ſuch Promiſes to Silence, that to clear my Inno- 
cence, wou'd be to wound it—All I have left to fay 
is, that my Condition of Lite only has been aſſum'd, 
my Virtue never. | 


Enter Servant. 


Roſet. Well, Sir! 
| Serv. Mr. Belmont, Madam, was juſt gone: but 
Mr. Fadale will wait upon your Ladyſhip imme- 
_ diately. 3 | | 
1 Roſet. Did they ſay where my Brother went? 
A Serv, They did not know - Mr. Fadale is here, 
- Madam. 1 [ Exit, 


4 SCENE. 1 


32 Te FOUNDLING. 


SCENE. IL 


Enter F 110 75 bumming a Tune. 


Fad. In obedience to your extraordinary Com- 


many Madam—But you ſhou'd have been alone, 
7 15 
Reſet. No trifling, Sir Do you know this Hand- 
writing? Ives him the Letter. 
Fad. Hum Not I, as I hope to be ſav'd Nor 


Jou neither, I believe. (afide)—1s it for my Peruſal, 


Madam ? 
Fid. And your anſwering too, Sir. 


Fad. Mighty well, Madam. (read.) Hum !— Fide- | 
lia—Women—of the 8 Innocence—Guilt—Faddle 
n—=inform you farther !—Why, what a Pox, am I. 


brought in for? — Intelligence=—Rueftion— Fidelia— 


Sifter of Mr. Belmont's Friend, e and Whiſtles. 


Roſet. Well, Sir! [takes the Letter. 
' Fad. Oh 1 am to gueſs at the Writer —Can't, 


upon my Soul- Upon my Soul, I can't, Child—"Tis _ 
a Woman, I believe tho”, by the damn'd Blabbing 


that's in't. 
Fid. The Letter ſays, Sir, that you can inform this 
Lady farther concerning me—Now, Sir, whatever 


you happen to know, or to have heard of me, deliver 


treely, and without Diſguiſe I entreat it, as an Act 
of Friendſhip, that will for eyer oblige me. 


Tad. Let me ſee !—No—lIt can't be her neither 
She is a Woman of too much Honour—and yet, I 
don't remember to have open d my Lips about it, to 


any Soul but her. 
Fid. You know me Ghent, Sir? 
| Rejet. Speak out, Sir! 


Fad. Methinks, if theſe Letter-writers were a little 


more communicative of their own Names, and leſs 
ſo of their Neighbours, there wou'd be more Ho- 
veſty in em Why am I introduc d here! Truly, 


forſooth, 
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forſooth, becauſe a certain Perſon in the World is 
overburden'd with the Secrets of her own Slips, and 
for a little Vent, chuſes to blab thoſe oft another 
Faddle inform you farther ! —Faddle will be nies 
as ſoon. 
Roſet. Hark you, Sir—If you intend to enter theſe 
Doors again, tell me all you know—for I will have 


it — Vou have own'd your telling it elſewhere, Sir. 


Fid. What was it you told, Sir? 

Fad. What I ſhan't tell here, ee angry 

ng” ol mult excuſe me, Faith | 
Roſet. Tis very well, Sir! 

Fid. Indeed, Roſetta, he knows nothing. 

Fad. Nothing i in the World, Madam, us Lhope to 
be ſav'd— Mine is all Hear-ſay—And, Curſe upon 
'em! the whole Town may be in a Lie, for any 
Thing I know So, they ſaid of Lady Bridget— 
that ſhe went off with her Footman—But twas 
all Slander, for 'twas a Horſe Grenadier, that ſhe 
bought the Commiſſion for, laſt Week. 

Roſet. What has Lady Bridget, © or the Town, to to 


with Hadelia, Sir? 


Fad. So! ſaid, de e very Wonde 47 ; 


a Woman of the Town? — Who made her a Woman 
of the Town ? 


Does a Slip or iwo with Parti- 
culars make a Lady a Woman of the Town ?—— 
Or if it did, ſays I, many a one has taken up, and 
liv'd honeftly afterwards— A Woman of the Town 
indeed | 
Fid. Hold your licentious Tongue, Sir Upon 
my Life, Roſetta, tis all Malice Tis his own Con- 
trivance—l dare him to produce another Villain, 
that's baſe enough to ay this of me. 

Fad. Right, Madam !—Stick to that, and Egad, 
I'll be of your Side, [ Aloud in her Ear. 

Fid. Inſolence! ( ftrikes him.) Oh, 1 am hurt be- 
yond all bearing! =} 

Roſet. And J, loſt in Perplexity If thou art link'd 
with any Wretch, bale enough to contrive this Paper, 
or art thy ſelf the Contriver —may Poverty and 3 
C2 bad 
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bad Heart, be thy Companions—But if thou art 
privy to any Thing, that concerns the Honour of 


this Family, give it Breath—and I'll infure-thee both 


Protection and Reward, 
Tid. I dare him to the Diſcovery. 
Fad. Ladies I have had the Honour of a Blow 


conferr'd on me by one of you—and am favour'd 


with the Offer of Protection and Reward from the 


other — Now to convince both, that, in Spite of In- 
dignities, or Obligations, I can keep a Secret—ſf 


ever 1 open my Lips upon this Matter, may Plague, 
Famine, and the horn'd Devil conſume and ſeize me. 
—And fo, Ladies—]1 take my Leave, | Exit firging. 
Roſet. What can this Fellow mean, Fidelia? 
Has he not abus'd you ? 
Fid. Is it a doubt then ?—Wou'd I had leave to 
Jpeak ! | 


Roſet. And why not, Fidelia ?—Promiles, unjuſtly | 
extorted, have no Right to Obſervance—You have 
deceiv'd me, by your own acknowledgement—and 


methinks, at ſuch a J ime, Matters of punctilio ſhou'd 


give Place to Reaſon and Neceſſity. 


Fid. I dare not, Rojetta—'Twou'd be a Crime to 
your Brother Land I owe him more than all the 


World. 


| Reſet. And what are thoſe Obligations, Fidelia. 
Fid. Not for me to mention—Indeed, I dare not, 


Roſetta. 


Roſet. Tis well, Madam !—And when you are 


inclin'd to admit me to your Confidence, I ſhall per- 


haps know better how to conduct myſelf. Going. 


SCENE III. 


Enter Young BELMONT, meeting ber. 


Reer Oh, you are come, Brother !—Your Friend's 
Siſter, your Ward there, has wanted you, Sir ! 
Bel. What is it, Fideſia? 
Fid. I have no Breath to ſpeak it,—Your Siſter, 
Sir, can better inform you, | 
Refer: 
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Roſet. Read that, Sir. 
[Gives him the Letter, which be reads 
10 D1mſedfe 
Fid Now, Roſetta, all ſhall be ſet right—Your 
Brother will do me Juſtice, and account for his own 
Conduct. 

Roſet. IJ expect ſo, Fidelia. 

Bel. Impertinent !—[ Gives back the Lal met 
 Fadldle, as | came in—and I ſuppoſe in pure Love of 
Miſchief, he has made my believing Siſter here, a 
Convert to the Villainy of that Letter—But I'll make 
the Raſcal unſay every Thing he has faid—or his 
Bones ſhall ake for't. Going. 

Fid. Stay, Sir, I entreat you That Iam a Coun- 
terfeit, in Part, I have already confeſs'd 

Bel. You have done wrong then, 

Fid. But am 1 4 Creature of the Town, IF Ray 
Your Siſter muſt learn tit from you—You have been 
once my Deliverer—be ſo now—Tell her, I am poor 
and milerable, but not diſhoneſt— That I have onl 
_ conſented to deceive her, not defir'd it Tell her I de-_ 

ſerve her Pity, not her Anger— T1 is my only Requeſt 
3 you deny it me? 

Bel. You have faid too much, Fidelia=And for 
your own Sake, I ſhall forbear to mention what I 
know of your Story—How far your own Honour is 
bound, you are the beſt Judge— But a Breach of the 
moſt ſolemn Promiſes, let me tell you, Madam, wil 
be a wretched Vindication of the Innocence you con- 
tend for. 

Fid. And is this all, Sir ? 

Bel. For my own Part, I muſt have better Autho- 
rity than Faddle, or a nameleſs Writer, to believe any 
Thing to your Diſhonour—And for you, Siſter—l 
muſt not have this Lady ill-treated==While I am ſa- 
tisfy'd of her Innocence, your Suſpicions are imper- 
tinent—Nor will I conſent to her Removal, Madam, 
mark that—whatever you, in your great Wildom, 

may have privately determin'd, 

\ [ Exit, 
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Roſet. You are a Villain, Brother. 
Fid. Now I have loſt you, Roſetta ! 
Roſet. When you incline to be a Friend to yourſelf, 


Fidelia — you may find one in me But while Expla- 
nations are avoided, I muſt be allowed to act from my 


own Opinion, and agreeable to the Character I am to 
ſupport. 5 


Fid. Then I am wretched !—But that's no Novelty 


El have wander'd from my Cradle, the very Child 


of Misfortune. To retire and weep, muſt now be 
my only Indulgence, _ 
: [Exit, 


SCENE IV. 


Re. enter BeLMO Nr. 


Biel. Why what a Rogue am I!——Here have 1 
thrown a whole Family—and that my own too—into 


Perplexities, that Innocence can't oppoſe, nor Cun- 
ning guard againſt—And all for what ?—Why, a 
Woman Take away that Excuſe, and the Pevil 


himſelf wou'd be a Saint to me; for all the reſt is 
Fnning without Temptation—In my Commerce with 


the World, I am guarded againſt the mercenary Vi- 


ces think I have Honour above Lying, Courage 


above Cruelty - Pride above Meanneſs, and Honeſty 


above Deceit—and yet, throw but coy Beauty in my 


Way, and all the Vices, by Turns, take Poſſeſſion of 
me Fortune, Fortune, give me Succeſs this once — 
and T'll build Churches! Ty 


SC ENB. 


Exit. 
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SU. 
Enter Fabplk. 


Fad. What, Charles !-—Ts the Coaſt clear, and 
the finiſhing Stroke given to my Embaſly, hah ? 
Bel. Thou haſt been a moſt excellent Raſcal—and 


Faith, Matters ſeem to be in a promiſing Condition. 


For I have flung That in Ro/ezta's Way, which if 
ſhe keeps her Womanhood, will do the Buſineſs, 

Fad. Prithee, what's that, Charies ? 

Bel. Why, I have bid her, not to think of parting 
with Fidelia. 

Fad. Nay, then, Tip the goes GN out at 
Window But haſt thou no Bowels, Charles ? — for, 
methinks, I begin to feel ſome Twitches of Com- 


punction about me. 


Bel. I underſtand Fs Sir — But 1 have no more 


Purſes. 


Fad, Why, look you, - Charly „We muſt find a 
Way to lull this Conſcience of mine—Here will be 


the Devil to ao elſe That's a very pretty Ring, 


Charles. | 

Bel. It is ſo, Sir? = Hark you, Mr. Dog—If you 
demur one Moment to fetching and carrying in this 
Buſineſs, as I bid you you mall find my Hand a lit- 
tle heavy upon you. 


Fad. Pugh, Pox, Charles! —Can't a Body ſpeak ? 


'— People may be in Good humour, when they want 


People to do Things for People, methinks. 
Bel. Troop this Moment, with your raſcally Con- 


ſcience to the King's. Arms — and wait there till J 


come, Sir. | 
Fad. Why ſo I will, Charles—A Pox of the ſwag- 


44 gering Son of a—Not 0 big neither —if one had but 


5 


by 


a little Courage. ¶ Alide, and going. 


Bi 
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Bie. Hark you, Faddle !/—Now I think on't, there 
is a Way yet for thee to make another Purſe out of 
this Buſineſs. 
Fad. Why, one wou'd not be a Rogue for nothing, 
methinks. 
Bel. I ſaw Sir Charles going into Fidelia's Chamber 
Thou may'ſt ſteal upon em unobſery d They 1 
have their Plots too, I ſuppoſe. 
Fad. And where am I to come and tell thee, hah? 
Bel. At the King's-Arms, Boy. 
Fad. But you'll remember the Purſe, Chanls ? 
Bel. Softly, Raſcal! [Exit Fadldle. 
Why, there it 1s again now ht am a Fellow of 
Principle And ſo I will be, ſome Time or other — 


But theſe Appetites are the Devil —and at preſent I 


am under their Direction. 


[ Exit, 


8 CE NE VI. Another Apartment. 


Sir CHARLES and FIDELIA een ſiting, 


Sir Cha. He durſt not ſay, directly, you were that 
| Creature the Letter call'd you? 

Fid, Not in Terms, Sir ; but his Concealments 
ſtruck deeper than the ſharpeſt Accuſations. 

Sir Cha. And coud Mr. Helmont be filent to all 
this? 

Fid. He faid he had his Reaſons, Sir — and it was 
my Part to ſubmit—1 had no Heart to diſoblige 
him. 

Sir Cha. You are too nice, Madam Ne fn loves 
' you, and ſhou'd be truſted. 

Fid. Alas, Sir! — if it concerned me only, I ſhou'd 
have no Concealment.. 

Sir Cha. It concerns you mot, Madam] muſt 
deal plainly with you You have deceiv'd your 


Friend; and, tho? I believe i: not, a ſeverer Reproach 


reſts upon you — And ſhall an idle Promiſe, an ex- 
torted one too and that from a Man, who ſolicits 


War 
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your Undoing, forbid your Vindication ? You muſt 
think better of of it. 

Fid. Tis not an extorted Promiſe, Sir, that ſeals 


my Lips—But I love him—And tho' he purſues me 
to my Ruin, I will obey him in this, whatever hap- 


pens—He may deſert me, but never ſhall have Rea- 


ſon to upbraid me. 


Sir Cha. Tis your own Cauſe, Madam—and you 


mult act in it as you think proper- 
might adviſe— 


Fid. Leave it to Time, Sir Charles 


Yet ſtill, if I 


And if you 


believe me innocent, your friendly Thoughts of me, 


and my own Conleioulnef ſhall keep me chearful. 
SCE Nv E VII. 
Enter F ADD LE, liſtening. 


Fal. 2 Py. is it fo! Now for a Secret, worth 


twenty Pieces ! = [ Afide, © 


Sir Cha, Has it ever appear'd to you, Madam, that 
Faddle was a Confident of Mr. Belmont”s ? 


Fid. Never, Sir—on the contrary, a Wretch moſt 


| heartily deſpis'd by him. 
Fad. If ſhe ſhou d be a little miſtaken now! Aſide. 


Sir Cha. Can you gueſs at any other Means of his 


coming to a Knowledge of you ? 

Fid” None, that I know of, Sir. 

Fad. Faith, I believe her. [ Lhd. 

Sir Cha. One Queſtion more, Madam, and I have 
done Did Mr. Belmont ever ſolicit your remov- 
ing from this Houſe ? 


Fid, Never directly, Sir —He has often, when we 


have been alone, Were with himſelf for bringing 
me into it. 


Sir Cha. I thank you, Madam- 


And if my En- 


quiries have been at any Time too importunate, allow 


'em to the Warmth of an honeſt Friendſhip For I 


have a Heart, that feels for your Diſtreſſes, and beats 
to relieve em. 


Fid. 
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ready to receive you 
Virtue ſhou'd find with one who loves it. 
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Fid. J have no Words, Sir Charles Let my Tears 
thank you. 

Sir Cha. Be compos'd, my Child And if Ro- 
ſetta's Suſpicions grow violent, I have Apartments 


Fid. Still, Sir Charles, my Tears are all that I can 
thank you with——F or this Goodnels is too much for 
me. 


Fad. And, ſo ſhe's a Bit for the old Gentleman, at | 


laſt! Rare News for Charles | Or with a little Addi- 
ion, I ſhall make it ſo—But I muſt decamp, to avoid 
tDanger. [ Afide, and Exit. 
Sir Cha. Dry up your Tears, Fide/ia—For, if my 


Conjectures are well grounded, before Night, perhaps, | 
thoc' I 
day; 
mour- 
of you 


Something may be done to ſerve you And ſo I leave 
you to your beſt Thoughts. Exit. 
Fid. Then J have one Friend left—How long I am 
to hold him, Heaven knows — ”Tis a fickle 


World, and nothing in it is laſting, but Mis fortune — 
Vet III have Patience; 


That Kauer Relief, the keine Hand of Head 
Alone to ſuff ring Innocence has giw/'n ; - 
Come, Friend of Virtue, Balm of every Care, 

Davell i is my Bojom, and forms 2 Exit. 
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ACT IV. 
SCENE I. 4 Apartment. 
Enter . and RoskT Ta. 
Ros TTA. 


Tell you, I will not be talk'd to. 


Col. Tis my Unhappineſs, Madam, to raiſe. no 
Paſſion in you, but Anger. 


Reojet. You are miſtaken, Colonel -I am not ang 


_ tho! I anſwer ſo—My Gaiety has been diſturb'd to- 


day; and Gravity always ſets upon me like IIl- hu- 

mour—Fidelia has engroſs'd me, and you are talking 

of yourſelf—What would you have me ſay ? 
Col. That your negle& of me has been diſſembled, 


and that I have leave to love you, and to hope for 


you. 

Roſet, T his is very ſtrange now !—Why, 'tis not in 
your Power to avoid loving me, whether you have 
Leave to hope or not—And as to my diſſembling— 


I know nothing of that—All I know is, that Tm a 
Woman and Women I ſuppoſe diſſemble ſometimes 


l don't pretend to be a Bit better than a Woman. 
Col. Be a kind one, and you're an Angel. 
Reſet. Why there now! —When if I wanted to be 

an Angel, the very Kindneſs that made me one, 

wou'd leave me in a Month or two, a mere forſaken 

Woman. No, no, Colonel—Ignorance is the Mother 

of Love, as well as Devotion We are Angels before 

you know us to be Women—and leſs than Women, 


when you know us to be no Angels—If you wou'd be 


pleas-d with the Tricks of a Juggler, never enquire. 
how they are done. 


Col. Right, Madam, where the Entertainmett e con- 
fiſts only in the Deceit. 5 
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Reſet. Arid Philoſophers will tell you, that the only 
Hap pineſs of Life is to: be well deceiv'd. 
Gt "Tis the Philoſophy of Fools, Madam—Ts the 


Pleaſure that ariſes from Virtue a Cheat? — Or is there 


no Happineſs in conferring Obligations, where the 
Receiver wiſhes to be oblig'd, and labours to return ? 


—*'T'is the Happineſs of Divinity, to en Good, 


and be paid with Gratitude. 

Raſet. But to give all at once, would be to loſe the 
Power of obliging. 
Col. And todeny all, wou'd be to loſe the CIOS 
of obliging. 

Rofet. But where the Gift is trifling, you know ! 


Col. That Trifle, iflent to another's Management, 


Pig make both rich. 


Rojet. Fhis is playing at Croſs-purpoſes—But fl 
were inclin'd to liſlen, what have you to ſay in Favour 
of Matrimony ? 


Col. To Fools, Madam, tis the Jewel of Eſop's 


Cock but to the Wiſe, a Diamond of Price, in a 
1 Hand, to enrich Life — "Tis Happineſs, or 


iſery, as Minds are differently diſpos'd—The ne- 


ceflaty Requiſites are Love, good Senſe, and good 
Breeding Ihe firſt to unite, the ſecond to adviſe, and 
the third to comply If you add to theſe, Neat- 
neſs and a Competency, Beauty will always pleaſe, and 


Family Cares become agreeable Amuſements, 
Roſet. And yet I have known a very miſerable Cou- 


ple, with all theſe Requiſites. 


Col. Never if you'll believe me, Reſetta They have 
worn 'em in Public, and may have diſſembled with 


Succeſs But Marriage-Intimacies deſtroy Diſſimula- 
tion — And if their private Hours have known no En- 
joyment— there mult have been wanting, either the 
Affection that ſhou'd unite, the Underſtanding that 


ſhou'd adviſe, or the Complacency that ſhou'd ob- 
lige. 


Refet. Do you know now, that you never pleas'd | 


me ſo much in all your Life? 
Cel. If ſo, Roſetta—one Queſtion, and then to 


apply. 
Roet. 
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Roſet. How if I ſhou'd not anſwer your Queſtion ? 


Col. Tis a fair one, upon my Word—Don't you 
think, that you and I cou'd muſter up theſe Requilites 
between us © 

Reſet. Let me conſider a littie—Who muſt have 
Love, pray ? 

Col. Both of us. 

Rojet. No- have no Mind to have: any Thing to 


do with Love Do you take that, and give me Under- 


ſtanding, to adviſe So then you chuſe again, and have 


all the good Breeding, for Compliance — Then], Neat- 


neſs—and laſt of all Competency hal be divided be- 
tween us. 


Col. A Match, Madam, upon your own Terms! — 
But if ever you ſhould take it into your head to diſpute 


Love with me, what other requilites are you willing ta 
give up for it? 


Reſet. Why. —Neatneſs, I think—Tis of little Uſe 
to a marry'd Woman, you know. 


Col. A Trifle, Madam But when are we to come : 


together? 


Roſet. As ſoon as we can give Proof, that theſe In- 


gredients are between us In a few Years, perhaps. 


Col. If our Virtues ſhould ſtarve in that Time? 
Rojet. Pſhah !—You know nothing of the Matter. 


 —denſe will improve every Day—And Love and good 
Breeding live an Age—if you don't marry 'em.—But . - 


we'll have done with theſe Matters, for I can keep the 


Ball up no longer—You did not ſay, Fidelia upbr: aided. 


me? 
Col. The very Reverſe — Twas her outy Affliction, 


ſhe ſaid, that you had Reaſon to think hardly of her. 


Refer. Poor Girl !/—If you wou'd make Love to me 
with Succels, Co/orel, clear up theſe Perplexities—Sup- 


poſe 1 was to diſmiſs my Pride a little, and make her 
a Viſit with you? 


Col. Twou'd be a kind one. 
Roſet. Lead on then — For in ſpite of my Relent- 


| 4 5 ; 
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8 CEN E I. Another Apartment. 
Enter Yoang BELMONT and FaDDLE. 


"Bel. If this ſhou'd be Invention, Faddle? 
Fad. I tell thee I was behind the Screen, and 
heard every. Syilable on't - Why, I'll ſay it to his Face, 
prithee. 

Bel. What, that be propos'd to take her into Keep- 
ing, and that ſhe conſented ? 

Fad. Not in thoſe Words, Mian—No, no, Sir Char le 


is a Gentleman of politer Elocution—Pray, Child, 


ſays he, did young Belmont ever propoſe your remov- 
ing from this Houle? — No, Sir, lays ſhe, but he has 
curs'd himſelf to damnation for bringing me into 1t. 
I Mimicl ing Sir Cha. and Vid. ] Well, Child, ſays he, 
the Thing may be done to Night— Apartments are 


ready for you—And then, in a lower Voice, he ſaid 
| ſomething about Virtue, that I cou'd not very well 


hear But I faw, it ſet the Girl a crying—And pre- 
ſently—in Aatwer to a Whiſper of his, I heard her 
ſay in a very preity Manner, that ſhe thought it was 


too much for her—But what his Propotals were, the 


\ Devil a Syllable cou'd I hear. 
Bel. Ha! ha !- Vonder he is, Faddl, and e 
this Way We mutt not be ſeen together. 


Fad. For a little Sport, Charles, tuppoſe I fling my 


ſelf in his Way, and make Intereſt to be Commode 0 
him, hah! 

Bel. And get thy Noſe twiſted for thy Pains? 

Fad. Why, I can run, if I can't fight, prithee. 
Biel. Faith I never doubted thee that Way III to 
wy Room then and watt for thee. 

- Fad. But leave the Door open, Charles. 
Bel. Ha! ha ! ha!—You'll not be tedious, Sir? 
[Exil. 
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SCENE III. 
Enter Sir CIIARLES. 


Fad. Tf the old Gentleman ſhould be in his Airs, 
t0'—Servyant, Servant, Sir Chartes ! © 

Sir Cha. O, Sir !—You are the Man I was looking for. 

Fad. If I can be of any Service, Sir Charles - What 
—and fo hah !—Paith, you're a fly one ! —But you old 
Poachers have ſuch a Way with you! - Why here has 
Chartes been racking his Brains for Ways and Mea ans, 
any Time theſe three Monthz—and juſt in the Nick, 
ſouſe comes me down the old Kite — and alack-a-day, 
poor Chick! The Buſineſs is done. 

Sir Char. Make your ſelf a little intelligible, Sir. 

Fad. And fo, I don't ſpeak plain, hah ?-—Oh the 


little Rogue! — There's more Beauty in the Veins of 


her Neck, than in a Landſcape of Claude and more 


Muſick in the Smack of her Lips, than in all Handel“, 


Sir Cha. Let me underſtand you, Sir. 
Fad. Methinks 'twas very laconic tho'-- If Ro/etta's 
Suſpicions grow violent, | have Apartments ready to. 


receive you. Mimiching Str Charles] But a Word! in 


your Ear, old Gentleman — T hoſe Apartments won't 
do. 


Sir Char. O. Sir! ] begin to be a little in the Secret. 
Fad. Mighty quick of Apprebenton, Faith And 


then the little Innocent !—Scill Sir Charles, my Tears 


are all that | can thank you with; for this Goodneſs 

is too much for me Mimicking Fidelia.]— — Upon my 

Sou}, vou have a great deal of Goodneſs, Sir Charlies 
a great deal of Goodnels, upon my Soul. 

_ Cha. Why, now I underſtand you, Sir And as 
theſe Matters may require Time, for the ſake of Pri- 
vacy, we'!l ſhut this Door. [Shuts the Door. 

Jad. Any other Time, Sir Charles But I am really 


fo Xurry'd at prefent—th at==Oh Lord. [ Aſtide. 


Sir Cha. Why what does the Wretch tremble at? 
—Broken Bones are tobe ſet again, and thou may =: 
2 . YEE 
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yet die in thy Bed. [takes held of him.] Vou have 
been a Liſtener, Sir. TH 

Fad. Lord, Sir !—indeed, Sir Not I, Sir! 

Sir Cha. No Denial, Sir. [Shakes him. 


Fad. Oh Sir—P1l Lene did liften—1 did in- 


deed, Sir. 


| Sir Cha. Does your Memory fatnith you with any 
other Villainy of yours, that may ſave me the I rouble 
of an Explanation? 


Fad, I'll think, Sir—What the Devil ſhall J ſay 


| now? [ A/ade. | 


Sir Cha, Take Care !—For every Lie thou tell'it 
me, ſhall be ſcor'd ten fold upon thy Fleſh—Anſwer 
me How came Mr. Belmont's Siſter by that anony- 
mous Letter ? | 

Fad. Letter, Sir? 

Sir Cha. Whence came it, I ſay? 

Fad. Is there no Remiffion, Sir? 

Sir Cha. None, that thou can'ſt deſerve For IIo- 
neſty is not in thy Nature. 

Fad. If I confeſs? © 

Sir Cha. Do fo then, and truſt me. 

Fad. Yes—and fo be beat to Mummy by Char les 
If you won't tell him, Sir. 

Sir Cha, I'll think on't. 

Fad. Why then, Sir But he'll certainly be the 
Death of me 


what Purpoſe it was ſent? 


Fad. Yes, Sir— it was to alarm the Family againſt 


Fidelia, that Charles might get her into private Lodg- 
ings— That was all, as 1 hope to be ſav'd, Sir. 

Sir Cha. Was it, Sir!—And upon what kl pa 
were you an Accomplice i in this Villainy? 

Fad. I was out of my Money, Sir, and not over 
valiant—and Charles promis'd and threaten' d I'was 
either a ſmall Purſe, or a great Cudgel—And fo l wer 
one, to avoid totber, Sir. 


Sir Cha, And what doſt thou deſerve for this? 


| It was by his contrivance, I wrote 
the Letter, and ſent it from the King's-Arms. 
Sir CHa. Very well, Sit! And did you know to 


Tad. 


[1 
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Fad. Pray, Sir, conſider my honeſt SORTER, and 
think me paid already, if you pleaſe, dir. 
Sir Cha. For that thou art fate — If thou wou'd'it 
continue fo, avoid me ge gone, I tay. 
Fad. Ves, Sir — and well off too, Faith, 
| [ Aide, and going. 


Sir Cha. Vet ſtay If thou art open to any Senſe of 


Shame, hear me. 

Fad: I will, Sir. 

dir Cha. Thy Life is a Ditgrace to ue 
A fooliſh Pro: dicality makes thee needy — Need mikes 


thee vicious, and bot! make thee conte? mptible. Thy 


W] it is Pro! Litated to Slander and Bu ffoonery 4. 
thy judgment, if thou baſt any, to Meanneſs and 
Xillainy. 1hy Betters that laugh With thee, laugh at 
thee - An | who are they? — The Fools of Quality at 
Court, and thoſe who ape them in the City— I he Va- 


ricties of thy ite are pitiful Rewards, and painful 
uses Of the ſame 
; 8 


Trick, that gets thee a Guinca 


to Pay, (Mall oct thee b-aten out "of Doors to Mor- 
r9:v—"Tho who carei thee, are Enemies to them 


felves— and jr a they! KNOW it, will be fo to thce— 
In thy Di 8 les the yl deſert thee—and leave thee, - 


a: laſt, to fink in thy Poverty, unregarded and un- 
pity'd If thou can't 'E be wite, think of me, and be 
bone. | Exit, 

Fa l'll endeavout it, Sir —. \ moſt excellent Dit-,, 


courſe, Faich - And | mighty well there | was not a lar- . 


ger Congregation — So, ſo - muſt be witty, with 4 
V engeance What the Devil ſhall I Gy to Charles 
NOW — And here he comes, like Poverty and the 

lague, to deſtroy me at once Let me fee !—Ay - Ag 
Truth has fav” d me with one, I' try what a ne 
Lying will do With t'other. 


8. C. E N E. IV. 
Luter Hang Be MONT. 


Ha ! ha! ha —0b, the rare Sport, Charles! 
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Bel. What Sport, prithee ? 
Fad. I ſhall burſt Ha! ha! ha !=the old Gentle- 
man has let me into all his ſecrets. 


Bel. And, like a faithful Confidant, you are going 
to reveal em. 


Fad. Not a Breath, Charles - Only that 1 am in 


Commillion, my Dear that's all. 
Bel. So l ſuppoſe, indeed! 


Fad. Nay, Charles, if I tell thee a Lie, eut my 


Throat — The ſhort of the Matter is— I he old Poa- 
cher, finding me in the ſecret, thought it the wiſeſt 
Way to make a Confidant of me And this very Mo- 
ment, my Dear, I am upon the Wing to provide 
Lodgings for the Occaſion. 

Bel. If this ſhould be Apocryphal, as my Father 
ſays! 

Fad. Goſpel every Syllable, as T hope to be ſav'd — 


Why, what in the Devil's Name, have 1 to do, to 


be inventing Lies for thee 7 But here comes the old 


Gentleman again, Faith—Oh the Devil ! ( Afde) Pri- 
thee, ſtroke him down a little, Charles If tis only to 


ſee how awkwardly he takes it—I muſt about the 

Lodgings—Ha ! ha! ha!—Burif ever I ſet Foot in 

this Houle again, may a Horſe· pond be my Portion. 
He, and Exit. 


SCENE V. 


Ent er Sir Cnanty s, With a Letter in his Hand, Jpeak= 


uy to a Servant, 


Sir Cha. Bid him wait a little, and Tl] attend him. 


(Exit Servant. W hat can this mean? Let me read it 


again. [ Reads, 
F tbe Intereſt of Sir Charles Raymond” F 1155 be 
dear to him, he will follow the Bearer with the ſame 
Hate, that be wou'd ſhun Ruin. 
That he wou'd ſhun Ruin This is ſtrange ! But 


be it as it will—1 have another Concern that mult take 


Bel. 


Place firſt, 
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Bet Sir Charles, your Servant—Any News, Sir ? 

Sir Cha. Not much, Sir —Only that a young Gen- 
tleman, of Honour and Condition, had introduc'd a 
virtuous Lady to his Family ; and when a worthleſs 
Fellow defam'd her Innocence, and robb'd her of her 
Quiet, He, who might have dry'd her Tears, and 


vindicated her Virtue, forſook her in her Injuries, to 


debauch his Mind, with the Aſſaſſin of her Reputation. 
Bel. If your Tale ends there, Sir, you have learnt 
but half on't - For my Advices add, that a certain 
elderly Gentleman, of Title and Fortune, pitying the 
forlorn Circumſtances of the Lady, has offer'd her 
Terms of Friendſhip and Accommodation - And, this 
Night, the bids Farewel to Maidenhood and a Female 
Bedtellow in private Apartments. 
Sir Cha. You treat me lightly, Mr. Belmont. 
Bel. You uſe me roughly y, Sir Charles. 
Six Cha. How, Sir? | 
Bel. In the Perſon of Fidelia. 


Sir Cha. Make it appear, and you ſhall find me a 


yery Boy in my tubmiilions, 
Bel. Twou'd be Time loſt—and I can employ it 
to Advantage—But remember, Sir, that this Houle is 
another's, not yours That Fidelia is under my Direc- 


tion, not yours---and that my ' Will muſt determine 


her Removal. not yours. 

Sir Cha. Is ſhe your Slave, Sir ? to bear the Burden 
of your -Inſults, without Complaining, or the Right 
of chuling another Maſter? _ | 

Bel. \nd who ſhall be that Maſter ?--- You, Sir? 


The poor Bird, that wou'd eſcape the Kite, 1s like 05 


find warm Protection from the Fox. 
Sir CHa. Prithee, think me a Man, and treat me as ſuch. 
Bel. As the Man I have found you, Sir Charles --- 
Your grave Deportment, and Honefty of Heart are 


Covers only for Wantonneſs and Deſign---You preach 


up Temperance and Sobriety to Youth, to monopolize, 
in Age, the Vices you are unfit for. 
Sir Cha. Hark you, young Man !---You muſt curb 


this impetuous Spirit of yours---or 1 ſhall be tempted to 


teach you Manners, in à Method diſagreeable to Hr 
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Bel. Learn em firſt your ſelf, Sir — You ſay, Fide- 
lia is inſulted by me — How is it made out? Why, 


truly, I wou'd poſſeſs her without Marriage !—1 
wou'd fo — Marriage is the Thing I wou'd avoid 
*'T1s' the Trick of Prieſts, to m 3s Men miferable, 


and Women infol:nt—l have dealt plainly, and told 
her ſo — Have You ſaid as much? No. You wear 
the Face of Honeſty, to quiet her Fears—that when 
your Blood bcils, and Security has itolen away her 


Guard, you may ruſh at Midnight upon her Beauties, 
and do the Ravage you are {'y03n to protect her from. 


Sir Cha. Hold, dir! Vu have driven me beyond 


the Limits of my Patience And I mutt tell you, 


young Man, that the Obligations I owe your Father, 


demand no Returns that Manhood muſt bluſh to 


make — Therefore hold, I ſay For I have a Sword 
to do me Juſtice, tho” it ſhou'd leave my Gearett 
Friend childiefs. 

Bel I fear it not. 

Sir Cha. Better tempt it not - ſor your Fears may 
come too late—You have dealt openly with Fidelia, 
you ſay — Deal fo for once with me; and tell me, 
whence came that vile Scroll to Roſera this Afternoon 2 


Biel. It ſeems then, I wrote it!—You dare not 
think ſo. 
Sir CHa. I dare ſpeak, as well as think: where Ho- 


nour directs me. 
Bel. You are my Accuſer then? 
Sir Cha. When I become fo, I ſhall take Care, Mr, 


Belmont, that the Proof waits upon the Acculation. 


Bel. Ld: fdaia the Thought. 

Sir Cha. Better have diſdained the Deed 

Bel. I do both - and him that ſuſpects me. 

Sir Cha. Away !—You fear him that ſuſpects you, 


and have diſdain'd neither the Thought, nor the Deed. 


Bel. How, Sit! [ Drawing, 

dir Cha. Put up your Sword, young Man—and uſe 
it in a better Cauſe -- This is a vile one And now 
you fhall be as ſtill thro' Shame, as you have been 
loud thro' Pride—You ſhou'd have known, that Cow- 


args are unfit for Secrets, C 
Fe), 
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Bel. And if I had, Sir? 


Sir Cha. Why then, Sir, you had not e fuck 


a Wretch as Faddle, to write a Letter to Roſetta. 


Bel. The Villain has betray'd me l But Pl] be ſure 


on't. [Afde] He durſt not ſay I did. 
Sir Cha. You ſhou'd rather have built your Innocence 
upon the Probability of his unſaying it. For the ſame 


Fear, that made him confeſs to me, may make him 


deny every Syllable to you. | 
Bel. What has he confeſs'd, -Sir ? 


Sir Cha, That to Day, at Dinner, you prompted | 


the Letter that He wrote. — That your Defign was, 
by vilifying Fidelia, to get her diſmiſs'd, and the Diſ- 
miſſion, to prepare her Ruin 1n private A. 02 HY 
Was this your open Behaviour, Sir! 


Bel. Go on with your Upbraidings, Sir —Speak to 


me as you will and think of me as you will—TI have 


deſerv'd Shame, and am taught Patience. 
Sir Cha. Was this well done ?—Did her Innocence, 


and her undiſſembled Love deſerve this Treatment! * 


Bel. Proceed, Sir. 


Sir Cha. No, Sir---I have done If you have Senſe | 
of your paſt Conduct, you want not Humanity to 
heal the Wounds it has . muſt be 
done, and ſpeedily. 


Bel. What Reparation can I make her? 

Sir Cha. Dry up her Tears, by an immediate Ac- 
knowiedgment of her Wrongs. 

Bel. | wou'd do more. 

Sir Cha. Bid her farewell then, and ont to her 
Removal. | 
Hel. I cannot, Sir, 

Sir Cha, Her Peace demands it---But we'll call of 


that hereafter-- If you have Honour, go and do her 
juſtice, and undeceive your abus'd Siſter — Who waits 
there? — Indeed, you have been to blame, Mr. Bel. 


mot. 
1 Fater W 
Show me to the Bearer of this Letter. 
[Exif with the Servant, 
Bel. 
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Bel. Why, what a Thing am II- Hut tis the Trick 
af Vice to pay her Votaries with Shame And 1 am 
rewarded amply!—To be a Fool's Fool too! To 
link myſelf in Villainy, with a Wretch, below the 
Notice of a Man !—And to be out-witted by him! — 
80! ſo! -I may have abus'd Sir Charles too Let 
me think a little! I' to Fidelia inſtantly, and tell 
her what a Rogue I have been - But will that be Re- 
paration ? —I know but of one Way—and there my 
Pride Bog me—And then I loſe her — Worſe and 
worſe! —1']] think no more on't—but away to ner 
Yagmber, and bid Her think for me. Exit. 


1 


— 
uw mower 


A CT 
dC E N E continues, 


Fater Sir Rocre nl Servant. Sir Roc ER with a 
Letter in bis Hand. 


or RO G 87 


ERY fine Doings indeed! — But I'll teach the 


Dog to play his 1 nicks upon a Father !---A Man 


had better let a Lion looſe in ant Family, than a Lown- 
Rake --Where is Sir Charles, | ſay? 
Serv. This Moment Rt in, Sir. 
Sir Ro. And why did not you lay ſo, Blockhead ? 
Tell him, I muſt ſpeak with him this Moment. 
Serv. The ſervant ſays, he waits for an Anſwer to 
that Letter, Sir. 
Sir Ro. Do as I bid you, Raſcal, and let him wait. 
Fly, I fay. Exit Serv. 
| The riotous young Dog! To bring his Harlots 
Home with him., Eut Pl out with the Baggage. 


8 CEN E 
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this Morning--- Ihe Boy has ſtolen her---and I am to 


tho'. | 7 


Mr. Belmont, above the Wretchedneſs of my For- 
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SCENE II. 
Enter Sir CHAR i E 3, 
Oh, Sir Charles !---*Tis every Word as we ſaid 


be ruin'd by Law. uit. 
Sir Cha. A Law- Suit! — With whom, Sir? 
Sir Ro. Read, read, read! {Gives the Letter. 
Sir Cha. | Read) | | 


Am Guardian to that Fidelia, whom your Son has. 


flolen from me, and you unjuſt'y detain. If you dery \ 
her co me, the La Call w igbt me. Tavait your Anſwer 9, 
by the Dear er, to aſſert my Claim in ile Perſon of | 5 
SEORGE ViLlLliarD. | 19 
Why then my Doubts are at an End I- But I muſt 2 
conceal my Tranſports--and wear a Face of Cool- 92 
neſs, while my Heart overflows with Paſſion! ¶ Aide. bo 
Sir Ro. What, not a Word, Sir Charles *— There's uy 

a Piece of Work for vou And fo lam to be ruin'd ! 1 


Sir Cha. Do you know this / illiurd, Sir Roger 2 
Sir Ko, Whether I do or not, Sir, the Slut ſhall go 


IN yy 22 
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3 
2 o 


1. 
to him, this Moment. | 4 
Sir Cha. Hold a little — This Gentleman mult be 74 
heard, Sir---and, if his Claim be good, the Lady re- 15 
ſtor'd. 1 
Sir Ro. Why een let her go as it is, Sir Charles. 8 
Sir Cha. Ihat wou'd be too haity—Go in with 1 
me, Sir, and we'll conſider how to write to him. q 
Sir Ro. Well, well, well !---I with fe was gone 5 


Lc uul. 
8 CEN E III. Another Apartment, 
Enter Young DELMONT and FipELIA. 


Bel. Aſk me not v hy T did it, but forgive me. 
Fid. No, vir---'tis impothbie---1 have a Mind, 


tunes 
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tunes—and, helpleſs as I am, I can feel in this really 

a Senſe of Injuries, and Spirit to reſent 'em. _ 

Bel. Nay, but hear me, Fidelia! 

. Fid. Was it not enough to deſert me in P7 Di- 
firefſes ?---To deny me the poor Requeſt J made 
you ?---But muſt you own your ſelf the Contriver of 
that Letter? —Tis inſupportable!—If I conſented to 
aſſume a Rank that belong'd not to me—my Heart 
went not with the Deceit—You wou'd have it fo, and 
I comply'd—'Twas Shame enough, that I had de- 


ceiv'd your Siſter It needed not, that J ſhow'd bring 


a Proſtitute to her Friendſhip—This was too much — 
too much, Mr. Belmont ] 

Bel. Yet hear me, I ſay ! 

Fid. And then, to leave me to the Malice of 1 
Wretch! — To have my ſuppoſed Infamy the Tavern 


Jeſt of his licentious Companions! —1 never flatter'd 


myſelf, Mr. Belmont, with your Love—But knew 
not, till now, that I have been the Object of your 
; Hatred. 


ii Hatred Bat 1 hate deſerwd your hard- 


eſt Thoughts of me And yet, believe me, Fidelia, 
when Ius d you worſt, I lov'd you moſt. _ 

Fid. Call it by another Name for Love delights 
in Acts of Kindneſs — Were your's ſuch, Sir? And 
yet muſt] forget all For I owe you more than Inju- 
ries can cancel, or Gratitude repay. 

Bel. Generous Creature! — This is to be amiable, 
indeed | But muſt we part, Fidelia? 


It. 
Bel. Nev er, my ſweet Obſtinate! 


Fid. That I have lov'd you, 'tis my Pride to ac- 


knowledge—But that muſt be forgot—And the hard 
Taſk remains, to drive the Paſſion from my Breaſt, 
while I cheriſh the Memory of your humane Othces, 
—This Day then ſhall be the laſt of our Meeting—- 
Painful, tho' it may be—yet your own, mine, and 


the Family's Peace requires it: Heaven, in my Di- 


ee, has not left me deſtitute of a Friend - or if 
it 


Fid. ] have reſolv'd it, Sir, and you muſt yield o 
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it had, I can find one in my Innocence, to make even 
Poverty ſupportable. 

Bel. You have touch 'd me, Fidelia—and my Heart 
yields to your Virtues—Here then leb my Follies have 


an End- and thus let me receive you as the everlaſting 


Partner of my Heart and Fortune. 
[Offers to embrace her. 


Fid. No, Sir, Thi Conduct that has hitherto ſe- 
cur'd my own Honour, ſhall protect yours] have 


been the innocent Diſturber of your Family—but never 
will conſent to load it with diſgrace, 


Bel. Nor can it be diſgrac'd I mean to ho- 


nour it, Fidelia — You muſt comply! 


Fid. And repay Generoſity with Ruin No, Mr. 


Belmont can forego Happineſs, but never can con- 
ſent to make another miſerable. 


Bel. When I repent, Fidelia But ſee where my 
Siſter comes, to be an Advocate for my Wiſhes! _ 


s C E NE IV. 
Enter 1 | 


Roſet Oh, Sir, you are found you have done no- 
bly indeed — But your Thefts are diſcover'd, Sir.— 
This Lady's Guardian has a Word or two for you. 


Bel. Her Guardian! - Upon my life, Fidelia, 


81 illiard - He comes as I cou'd wiſh him. 


Roſet. Say ſo when you have anſwer'd him, Brother. 
Am ] to loſe you at laſt then, Fidelia And yet my 
Hopes flatter me, that this too, as well as the Letter, 


is Deceit- May think to, Fidelia? 


Fid. As truly as of your own Goodneſs, Roſetia 


Your Brother will tell you all - Oh, he has made me 


miſerable by his Generoſity! 

Bel. This pretended Guardian, Siſters. is a Villain, 
and Fidelia the moſt abus'd of Women—Bounteous he 
has been indeed—but to his Vices, not his Virtues, ſhe 
ſtands indebted for the beſt of Educations — The Story 


will amaze you !—At twelve Years old — 
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Neoſel. He's here, Brother---and with him nry Papa. | 
Sir Charles and the Colonel. - Now, Fidelia! 


SCENE V. 


Enter Sir Rocen, Sir CHARLES, th Cor oxer, and 
CVIiLLIARD; ©. 


Sir Cha. If that be the Lady, Mr. Villiard, and your 
Claim, as you pretend, Sir Reger has told you ſhe ſhall 
be reſtor'd,. vir. 

Sir Ro. Ves, Sir---and your Claim as you pretend. 


to Fidelia. ]---This, Gentlemen, is the Lady---And this, 
the Robber. who ſtole her from me. [ Pointing to Bel- 
mont. — By Violence, and at Midnight he ſtole her. 
Bel. Stole her, Sir? 

' Vil. By Violence and at Midnight, I ſay —— 

Bel. You ſhall be heard, Sir. 

Vil. Ay, Sir, and - fatisfy'd---I ſtand here, Gentle- 
men, to demand my Ward. 

Sir Cha. Give us Proofs, Sir, and you ſhall have 
Juſtice. 


deny me Juſtice, the Law ſhall force it. 


| you know this Gentieman, Fidelia "of 
Tid. Too well, Sir! 


Guardian? lo Villiard. 
Vill. By the Will of her who bore her, Sir. 

Sir Cha. How will you reply to this, Hdelia? 
Fid. With Truth and Honeſty, Sir. 
Bel. Let him proceed, Madam. | 

Vil. Ay, Sir---to your Part of the Story---Tho' 


| Bel. Fallhood-—But Iam cool, Sir---Proceed, 
Vil, 


Vill. Tis well, Madam, I have found you - [going 


Vil. Demand 'em there, Sir. [ Pointing to Belmont. 
* Fidelia. ] I have told you I am robb'd---If you 


Sir Cha. A little Patience, Sir. [70 Villiard. 5 Do 


Sir Cha. By what Means, Sir, did you become her 


both are praQts'd | in a damn d Falſhood, to confront 


r G On I 


4 


FA 4 wad 


Fan! 


= Her; 


The FOUNDLING. 57 

il. My Doors were broke open at Midnight by 
his Gentleman; [pointing to Belmont.] my ſelf wound- 
ed, and Fidelia raviſh'd from me --- He ran off with 
her in his Arms --Nor, till this Morning, in a Coach, 
which brought her hither, have my Eyes ever beheld N 


Sir Ro. A rery fins: Buſineſs, truly, young Man q 


1 Belmont, 
Fid. He has abus'd vou, Sir---Mr. Belmont is no- 
ble--= [To Sir Roger. 
Bel. No Matter, Fi, Alia VW ell, Sir --You have 
been robb'd you tay? {To Villiard. 
Fil. And will have Juflice, Sir. | 
Bel. Take it from this Hand then. Drawing. 


Sir Cha. Hold, Sir !---This is adding Infult to In- 
juties . Fidelia muſt be reſtor d. 

Sir Ro. Ay, Sir Fidelia muſt be reſtor'd. 

Fid. But not to Him !---Hear but my Story---and | 
if I deceive you, let your Friendſhip forfake me. 
He bought me, Gentlemen — For the worſt of Pur- - 
poſes, he bought me of the worſt of Women---A thou- 
ſand Times has he confeſs'd it, and as often pleaded 
his Right of Purchaſe to undo me---Whole Years have 
J endur'd his brutal Solicitations—'till, tir'd with En- 
treaties, he had Recourſe to Violence —The Scene was 
Jaid—and I had been ruin'd beyond Redrefs—had not 
my Cries brought the generous Mr. Belmont to my Re- 
lief— He was accidentally paſſing by—and, alarm'd at 
Midnight, with a Woman's Shrieks, he forc'd open 
the Bioor: and ſav'd me from Deſtruction. 

Sir Cha. How will you anſwer this, Sir? 
| [To Villard. 
Vill Tis falſe, Sir —That Women was her nurſe, 
— Theſe Hands deliver'd her to her Care. 

Fid. Alas, Gentlemen She found me a helpleſs 
Infant at her Door - So ſhe has always told me and 
at twelve years old, betray'd me to that Monſter — 


Search out the Woman, it ſhe be alive, and let me be 
confronted. 
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Sir Re. If this be true, Sir Charles, I ſhall bleſs my 
ſelf as long as live, for getting my Boy. [ Weeps.. 


Vill. "Tis falſe, I fay,--A damn'd Contrivance to 


eſcape me ſtand here, Sir, to demand my Ward. 


* Sir Roger.] — Deny her to me at your Peril. 
Bel. He ſhall have my Life as ſoon. 


Vill. Hark you, Sir. {To Sir Roger.] There are 
Thing's call'd Laws, to do Right to the Injur'd--My 


Appeal ſhall be to them. 
Sir Cha, That Woman muſt be produc'd, Sir. 
To Villard. 


= Fab. And ſhall, Sir, in a One of ſuſtice—Our 
next meeting ſhall be there — Till then, Madam, you 


are ſecure. [To F idelia. 
Bel. Take Care that you are ſo, Sir, when we have 


| Occaſion to call upon you — You fhall have Juſtice. 


Vill. And will, Sir, in Defiance of you. Exit. 


Sir Cha. Fear not, Fidelia We believe, and will 


protect YOu... 
Rojet. My ſweet Girl !—But whence « came the Let- 


ter this Afternoon? 


Bel. IT'was 1 that wrote it. 


- Reſet. Oh, monſtrous — And cou'd y be that 

Wretch, Brother ? 

Bel. And will atone for i it, by the only Recompence 
that's left me. 

Sir Ko. And what Recompence will you make her, 


hab, Rogue? 
Bel. I have injur'd her, Sir—and muſt do her Juſ- 


tice — If you would retrieve my Honour, or pro- 


mote my Happineſs, give me your Conſent, Sir, to 


make her your Daughter. 


Keoſet. Why, that's my Brother Now 1 am ſure 
ſhe's innocent! And fo will you, Papa! 


Sir Ro. But poſitively, I will not, Child — Marry 
her indeed !—What, without a Shilling !—And be 
ruin'd by Villiard into the Bargain I- If your Story be 


true, Fidelia, you ſhall be provided for—But no mar- 
= rying ; ; d'ye hear, Child? | 


Fal. 
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Vid. You need not doubt me, Sir. 

Sir Ro, Why that's well ſaid, Fidelia. 

Roſet. And deſerves Reward, Sir — Pray, Sir Chatter, 
jet us have your Thoughts upon this Matter. 

Sir Cha. Your Brother's Propoſal, Madam, and F:= 
a lia's Denial, are as generous, as your Father's Deter- 
mination is jult. | 

Bel. 1 expected as much, Sit. 

Sir Cha. My Opinion was aſk'd, Sir. 

Rel. And you have given it—l thank you, Sir. 

Sir Cha. Think of Villiard, Mr. Belmont —— His 
Claim may be renew'd, Sir. | 

Bel. Fidelia has deceiv' d you then!—You think o- 
therwiſe, vir Charles, | Re | 

Col. My Life upon her Innocence! — And where the 
Fortune, on one Side, is more than ſufficient, how 
light is all Addition to it, compar'd to the Poſſeſſion of 
Her one loves Let me, Sir, be happy in Raſctia, [To 
Sir Roger.) and give her Fortune to Fidelia, to make 
her an Object worthy of your Son. 

Reſet. there's a Colonel tor vou What ſays my 
ſweet Fidelia? 
Fid. 1 intended to be . Madam - But 'tis now 
my Duty to ſpeak-—You have been my Deliverer, 
Sir, from the worſt of Evils. {To Belmant.] And now 
wou'd nobly augment the firſt Obligation, by a Gene- 
roſity too mighty for Acknowledgment—lt I had the 
Wealth of W ofids, it would be too little to beſtow — 
But poor and friendleſs as Jam, my Heart may break, 
but never ſhall content to make my Benefactor a Peni- 
tent to his Virtues. 
Sir CHa. T'is nobly aid. Fidelia ! - And now, > Ms: 
Belmont, our Diſputes will ſoon be at an End—You 
have this Day, Sit, reproach'd me often—Ir remains 
now, that you ſhould know me as I am. 

Bel. It J have err'd, vir 

Sir Cha. Interrupt me not, but hear me—I have 
_ watch'd your Follies with Concern ; and 'tis with 
equal Pleaſure, I congratulate your Return to Ho- 
nour—If | have bd your generous Inclinations, 
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it was only to give 'em Strength —I am now a Suppli- 2 
cant to your Father, for the Happineſs you — -:f- > 
Bel. This is noble, Sir Charles? _ 
| Sir Cha. And to make Fidelia worthy of bib Son, a | 
i Fortune ſhall be added, equal to his warmeſt 276 In t 
tions. 8 
Sir Rog, Why ay, Sir G et that be N 
1 made out, and I ſhall have no Objections 13 
{i Fid. What mean you, Sir? [To Sir l | 
| Sir Cha. A Minute more, and my ſweet Girl ſhall be penn 0 


| | inſtructed — You have often told me, Sir, | To Be/mont.] 
| that I had an Intereſt in this lovely Creature—I have 
| an Intereſt !—An Intereſt that you ſhall allow me! — 
My Heart doats upon her!—Oh, I can hold no longer! 
| — My Daughter !—my Daughter! | 
| [Running to Fidelia, and embracing her. 
| Fid. Your Daughter, Sir! 
| Sir Cha. Oh, my ſweet Child I- Sir Roger /—Mr, 
| Belmont, my Son !— Theſe Tears! | .— theſe Tears! 
Fidelia is my Daughter! 
Col. Is't pofſible £ | 
Sir Cha. Let not Exceſs of Wonder overpower you, 
x Fide/ia—For I have a Tale to tell, that will exceed 
i= ” e 70, 
| Lid. Oh, Sir! 
Sir Cha. Upbraid me not, that I hiv kept it a Mo: 
ment from your Knowledge—*'Twas a hard Trial !— 5 
and whilſt my Tongue was taught Diſſimulation, my g 
l Heart bled for a Child's Diftreſſes! | I 
0} Biel. Torture us not, Sir but explain this Wonder! l 
tt Sir Cha. My Tears muſt have their Way firſlt—— 
0 O my Child !—my Child! ¶ Turning to Sir Roger and 
bi the ren.] Know then——— That wicked Woman, 
ſo often mentioned, was my Fidelia's Governante— 
When my wiſtaken Zeal drove me into Baniſhment, 
I left her an Infant to her Care — To ſecure ſome 
Jewels of Value, I had lodg'd with her, ſhe became 
the Woman you have heard=-My Child was taught 
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to believe ſhe was a Foundling—Her Name of Harriet 
chang'd to Fidelia and to leſſen my Solicitude for the 
Theft, a Letter was diſpatch'd to Me in France, that 
my Infant Daughter had no longer a Being— Thus was 


the Father robb'd of his Child, and the Brother taught | 


to believe he had no Sifter. | 

Fid. And am I that Sitter, and that Daughter? — 
Oh Heavens! Knee, 

Bel Kart 40 her and if ng her] Be compos'd, 
my Life — A Moment's Attention more and your 
Tranſports ſhall have a Looſe - Proceed, vir ! 

Sir Cha. Where ſhe withdrew herſelf, I cou'd never 
learn—At twelve Years old, the ſold her, as you have 
heard —and never, till Yeſterday, made Enquir 
about her —' T'was then, that a ſudden Fit of Sickneſs 
brought her to Repentance—She tent for Viliiard — 
who told her minutely what had happen'd.— The 


Knowledge of her Deliverance gave her ſome Conſo- 
lation—But more was to be done yet She had Inlor- 


mation of my Pardon and Return—and, ignorant of 
my Child's Deliverer, or the Place of her Conveyance, 
ſhe at laſt determin'd to unburden herſelf to me—=A 
Letter was brought me this Aiternoon, conjuring me to 
follow the Bearer with the ſame Haſte that I wou'd 


ſhun Ruin. —I did follow him—and received from this 


wretched Woman the Story | have told you. 


Fid. Oh, my Heart! —My Father! | Kees. ]—Have 


I at laſt found you! And were all my Sorrows paſt, 
meant only to endear the preſent Traniport! — Tis too 
much for me! _ 
Sir Cha. Riſe, my Child ! To find thee ny vir- 
tuous, in the midſt of "Temptations, and thus lovely, 
in the midſt of Poverty and Diſtreſs After an Ab- 
ſence of cighteen melancholy Years, when i Imaginary 
Death had torn thee from my Hopes !— To find thee 
thus unexpected, and thus amiable!—is Happineſs, 


that the uninterrupted Enjoyment of the faireſt Lite 
never equal d. 


Fid, 
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Fid. What muſt be mine then !—Have I a Brother 


too! [Turning io the Colonel. Oh my kind Fortune! 
Col. My Sitter! [ Emby acing her, 
Fid. Still there is a dearer claim than all—and now 
I can acknowledge it—Viy Deliverer ! 


Bel. And Huſband, Fidelia Let me receive you, as 


the richeſt Gift of F ortune! [Catching ber in his arms. 
Reſet. My generous Girl! — The Pride of your Al- 
liance is my utmoſt Boat, as it is my Brother 8 . 


pineſs. 
Sir Ro. I have a right i in her Fi or now you are 
my Daughter, Fitdeti id. | Kies Der. 


Fid. | had forgot, 81—15 you will receive me as 

ſuch, you ſhall find my Gratitude in my Obedience. 
Sir Cha. Take her, Mr. Belmont, and protect the 

Virtue you have try d. Joining their Hands. 


Bel. The Study of my Life, Sir, ſhall be to deſerve 


her. 


Brother that loves you. 
| Reſet. I wou'd be Fidelia's Sifter every Way - 80 


take me while I am warm, Colonel! j - | Giving him 


her hand. 


Col. And when we repent, Refetta, let the next Mi- 


nute end us. | 
RNoſet. With all my heart! 
Fid. Now, Roſetta, we are doubly Sitters 
Sir Cha. And may your Lives, and your LT PT 
know an End together. 
_ Bel. [Taking Lidelia by the Hand.) And now, Fidelia, 
what you have made me, take me --a Convert to 
Honour! I have at laſt learnt, that Cuſtom can be no 
Authority for Vice; and however the miſtaken Worid 
may judge, He who ſollicits Pleature, at the Expence 
of Innocence, is the vileſt of Betrayers. 7 
Yet Savage Man, the wildeſt Beaji of Prey, 
Aſſames the Face of Kindneſs to betray ; 
His Giant Strength againſi the weak employs, 
Tel W oman, evbom be * "i „ dejir 95. 


Fid. Oh, Refetta ! — Vet ſtill it remains with you, 
to make this Day's Happineſs :ompleat---1 have a 
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Written by Mr. Garrick. 
Spoken by Mrs. CI BBR. 


Ino, You all expect, from ſeeing Me 
An Epilogue, of fridteſi Purity; | 
Some formal Lecture, ſpoke with prudiſh Face, 7 
70 ſheau our preſent joking, giggling Race, | 0 
True Joy conſiſts in. Gravity, and Grace ! 
But why am I, for ever made the Tool, 
/ every ſqueamiſh, moralizing Fool ry 
Condemn'd to Sorrow all my Life, muſt I 
Ne er make you laugh, becauſe I make you cry? 
Madam (ſay they ) your Face denotes your Heart, 


Ii Your 's to melt us in the mournful Part. 
Se from the Looks, our Hearts they prudiſh deem ! 


Alas, poor Souls---we are not what we ſeem! 

77% Prudence oft, our Inclinatien ſmothers, 

e grave Ones, love a Joke as well as otbers, 

From ſuch dull Stuff, what Profit can you reap ® 

You cry---"Tis very fine,-- (Yawns) and fall aſleep. 

apes that Bard! Bleji with uncommon Art, 
Hhoje Vit can chear, and not corrupt the Heart! 

Hoppy that Play'r, whoſe Skill can chaſe the Spleen, 

And leave no avorſe Inbabitant within, 

Manliſt Friends, our Author is a modeſt Man, 

But wicked Wits will cavil at bis Clan. 


Damn 
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| Davin it fo 10 one) this $uff will never . 
Type Gil. wants Nature, and the Ra KE E's an Aſs. 
Had l, like BeLmonT, heard a Damſel's Cries, 
Jou d have pink'd her Keeper, ſeig d the Prize, 
M hipi to a Coach, not walu'd Tears a Fardin, 


But drove away like Smoke——to Covent Garden; 
There to ſome Houſe convenient wou'd hade carry'd ber, 
And then dear & “!; the Devil ſbhou d have 
married her. 


But this our Author thought too hd upon her ; 
Beſides, his Spark, forſooth, muſt have fome Honour |! 
The Fool's a Fabulift — and deals in Fiction; 
Or be had gin him Vice evithout Reftri&ion, 
Of Fable, Fel his Charetters partake, 
Sir CaarL BS is virtuous —— and for Virtues Sake 3 
Nor vain, nor bluſ?ring is the SOLDIER Nuit, 
His Rake has Con ſcience, Modeſty, and Wit 
The Ladies too how oddly they appear | ! 
His PR U PDE is chaſte, and his Coquer fincere £ 
In ſhort, ſo ſtrange a Group, ne er trad the Stage, 
At once to pleaſe, and ſatirize the Ae! 
For You, ye Fair, his Muſe has chiefly ſung, . 
Ti To bave lech bis Bear t, nd tun d bis Tongue ; ; 
The Sex's Champion, let the Sex defend : 
A ſoothing Poet is a charming Friend: 
| Your Favours, here befioxw'd, will meet Reavard, 
| vo as you love dear Flatt'ry ———ſave your Ba kD. 
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